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CONSUMPTION SURELY CURED. 


To the Editor: Please inform your 
readers that I have a positive remedy 
for consumption. By its timely use 
thousands of hopeless cases have been 
permanently cured. I shall be glad to 
send two bottles of my remedy FREE to 
any of your readers who have consump- 
tion, if they will send me their Express 
and P.O.address. Respectfully, T. A. 
Slocum, M.C., 180 Pearl street, New 
York. 








EPILEPSY OR FALLING SICKNESS. 


To prove this statement beyond all question, I will gladly give a 
bottle of my remedy to every reader of this paper who is unfortunate 
enough to be a sufferer from the above named terrible disease, there- 
by giving them an opportunity to test its great curative virtues 
absolutely free of cost 

During the past 20 years I have given away over 73,654 sample 
trial bottles of this great remedy. If it did not possess all the virtues 
I claim for it, I certainly could not have continued in business up to 
this time. 

I have made a life-long study of the disease of Fits, Epilepsy or 
Falling Sickness, and when I say cure, I do not mean merely to sto 
them for a time and then have them return again—I mean a radical, 
absolute and lasting cure. 

I have known my remedy to cure even the worst and most hope- 
less cases. Because you have tried the remedies of others and failed 
to receive a cure, is no reason why you should continue to suffer. 
The afflicted should send at once for my treatise and a free trial 
bottle of medicine. Remember, it costs you nothing for a trial, and it 
will surely cure you. Do not delay Jonger, but write at once, giving 
your post office and express address. 

Respectfully, 
H. F. ROOT, 183 Pearl Street, New York, 
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THE REVENGE OF SMILING FIRE-WATER; OR, 


OFF-HIS-KERBASIS (who has come home hungry)—‘* No get Injun dinner 
squaw get big bounce !” 
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THE MARMO? (in muffled tones)—‘* About a quarter of a mile more of this 
arcade business, my friend, and I'll let you catch me.’ 


SMILING Fixe-WaTER—‘‘ The daughter of big chief Seldom-afraid-of- 


the-Keg knows no flies on her.” OrF-HIS-KerBASIs—"‘ Heap great hot rain! Waug-g-g-gh " 














A CAR-DRIVER’S 
PHILOSOPHY. 


He was a bull-necked 
little driver, with a bel- 
ligerent air and a brok- 
en nose, and he stopped 
the car viciously as I 
stepped aboard. Then 
he let the brake go and 
started up his team with 
a howl that was heard 
a block away. As we 
proceeded down-town, 
however, the driver 
gradually relaxed, un- 
til the car turned from 
the Third avenue into 
the Bowery, when he 
partook copiously of a 
paper of tobacco, 
coughed apologetically, 
and yelled : 

“It’s a foine day.” 

“Yes, it’s quite like 
spring.” 

“Quoite, sor,” said 
the driver, stolidly, and 
then, after a pause, he 
said, with a confidential 
air: “Well, O’im glad 
to see it. Oi sez to me 
woife, this marnin’, sez 
Oi: 

“*Tt’s a foine, an illi- 
gint day, Mrs. Gill-z- 
gan,’ sez Oi. 

“It is,’ she sez, an’ 
smoiled kinder cunnin’ 
loike. 

“* Ver lukin’ quoite nate 
an’ purty yersel’, Mrs. Gill- 
i-gan,’ Oi sez, an’ patted 
the tip av her chin. 

“*Va-as,’ she sez, an’ 
grinned the more. Oi 
knowed that grin, but Oi 
didn’t weaken for a cint, so 
Oi sez: 

“**"Ave ye anny money 
fur me this illigint marnin’, 
ma’am ?’ an’ she sez: 

“*Not wan cint will yez 
git from me,’ she sez. Wid 
which Oi hit her a belt in 
the lug, and sez- ‘ Good- 
marnin’ to you, Mrs. Gill-é- 
gan.’”” 

Upon this the small driver 
with the broken nose shook 
with great satisfaction, and 
winked shrewdly. 

“ Are you going home to- 
night?” I asked. 

“Ah, sure, Oi’m not 
afraid to go home. She'll 
be as swate as a pug ina 
rug this avenin’,” answered 
the driver, as he drew up 
his horses, and cast a smile 
of great magnitude and 
effulgence on the washer- 
woman who had hailed the 
car. “QOi'll go home luk- 
in’ bunged up an’ ugly, an’ 
she'll be ready to pull off 
me boots.” 

“She must be very good- 
natured.” 

“Not a bit av it. She’s 
the most provokin’ she- 
divil that iver lived, an’ 
when Oi married her,Oi had 
ter to slug her in the soid 
av the head ivery marnin’, 
reg’lar. Oi give you my 





be in the family. 


FUNNY THINGS 





MAup—“‘ So you are going to marry your father's cashier.” 
Pa says that if he runs away with the bank’s funds, the money will still 


ISABELLA—“‘ Yes. 
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A WISE EXPEDIENT. 
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AN INCIDENT OF THE BALL. 


FROM JUDGE. 
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Mr. CREEDMORE—‘“‘ Whad's d’ mattah wiv yo’ fren’, Mistah Quimpley, whad yo'se ingaged 


to, Lily ?” 


Miss CREEDMORE—“‘ Oh, he’s tareble touchy ! 


I jes’ called him a low-down, goodfer- 


nothin’ thief of a son-of-a-gambo coon g’rilla, en he stopped d’ darnce ” 


Mr. CREEDMORE—“‘ Bettah be car’ful whadjer says, chile. 


t’ought yo’ wuz triflin’,” 


He might git mad 'f he 











worred, sor, Oi left 
her for dead five marn- 
in’s out av six. Phat’s 
the result? She loves 
me.” 
“* She does, eh ?” 

“Av coorse. If Qj 
kick that off mare in 
the ribs ivery toime Oi 
take her out of the har- 
ness, she does exactly 
as Oi tell her when 
she’s in the harness, an’ 
if Oi pat her neck onst 
in a while, she thinks 
Oi’m a darlin’. Well, 
women iz about the 
same as horses. Don’t 
give yersel’ away by 
treatin’ thim too koind, 
an’ yer dead sure av a 
good thing. Oi ought 
ter know. Oi’ve got 
six horses, and Oi'’ve 
had three woives.”’ 


A TRUTH-LOVING 
EDITOR, 


A stranger dropped 
into an editor’s office 
the other morning and 
commenced in a confi- 
dential sort of way: 
“See here now, colonel. 
I have one of the most 
wonderful things to 
marrate you ever en- 
countered in the whole 
course of your edito—” 
“Stick to facts—stick to 
facts!” interrupted the ed- 
itor, assuming a look of 
cross-cut saw severity. “No 
lies are permitted in this 
office.” 

“Ttis a solemn fact, colo- 
nel, and this is how it hap--”’ 

“Just wait a moment,” 
broke in the editor. “A 
man came in here yesterday, 
and told a yarn—a true 
story, he called it—about a 
horse in Cincinnati jump- 
ing through a plate-glass 
window in a drug store 
without breaking one of the 
five hundred bottles sur- 
rounding it! And do you 
want to know how [ reward- 
ed the unconscionable liar ? 
Well, I enticed him into a 
back street, and pushed a 
new four-story brick house 
over on to him, and mashed 
him as flat as an editorial 
in an esteemed contempo 
rary! Now, propel with 
your remarkable incident.” 

The stranger stammered 
and said he hadn’t much of 
a story to tell, anyhow, and 
come to think about it, it 
was not so very wonderfu! 
after all, and he would cal! 
again with fuller particu- 
lars. This high regard for 
truth entertained by editors 
generally is one of the 
beautiful characteristics of 
the profession. 


Even the quietest woman 
can make a bustle when 
she takes a notion to. 
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THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


I am sure you mean it kindly 
When you warn me to beware 
Of the laughing loves and graces 
Lurking each within its lair, 
Hidden underneath the meshes 
Of Strephona’s bronze-gold hair. 


I, who held her—fan last evening, 
Might not note so well as you 

That within her softest glances 
Some sly mischief lies perdu, 

Like the little spark of lightning 
Sleeping in a drop of dew. 


And just when her lips are parted 
In some word of soft intent, 
He who bows to catch the whisper 
May not care much what she meant, 
So he sees the dancing shadow 
In her chin’s rift deeply pent. 
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UNCURBED ANXIETY. 


STREPHONA. 


As you say, a man half blinded 
Could not choose but see her face 
Has a hundred roguish beauties 
In its pink, be-dimpled space— 
That her eyes are dark and daring, 
Though her lashes interlace. 


One is not of mind to judge her 
Who has held her fan, I say ; 

Though, I grant you, it is likely 
She is using me in play— 

Breaking heart and hope within me 
Just to pass an idle day. 


Yet, my thoughtful friend and mentor, 
I shall venture to imply 
That you need not, right at present, 
Have for me a troubled sigh, 
For if sweet Strephona’s jesting, 
I assure you, so am I, 
EVA WILDER MC GLASSON, 
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Mrs. DESMOND (at a Washington dinner)—'‘* Ask Mr. Hop Bung what he will have, Collins.” 
(Collins whispers to the under-secretary of the Chinese legation.) 
THE UNDER-SECRETARY—‘‘ What timee they hittee th’ pipe, Ilish ?” 





THE VEREKERS AT AN AUCTION. 


Mrs. Vereker took her husband to an auction sale a few days ago. 
like a sheep led to the slaughter, but he had no redress. 
things she didn’t want, just for fun, and ran them up so close to purchasing price that the marrow 
froze in Vereker’s bones. Finally she concluded that she wouldn’t wait, as there was only one 


article she really wanted—a carpet—and it was 
low down on the list. She instructed Vcreker 
to purchase it, authorizing him to run the bid- 
ding up to one dollar thirty-five a yard, and 
she took her departure. That is to say, she 
started to go, but meeting a friend near the door, 
she stopped for ten minutes’ gossip, and the re- 
sult was she was still wedged in the crowd near 
the door when the carpet was put up at seventy- 
five cents. “ Eighty !’”’ shouted Vereker. “ Eighty- 
five!’ shouted Mrs. Vereker, who had forgotten 
all about her husband, and had a single eye on 
the carpet. ‘“‘ Ninety!” said Vereker. ‘“ Ninety- 
five!" came from his spouse. “A dollar!” said 
the husband. “A dollar and a quarter!” said the 
wife, determined to clinch the bargain, as she 
seemed to have but one opponent. “A dollar 
thirty-five !’’ said Mr. Vereker, determinedly. “A 
dollar and a half!” said the lady, desperately. 
Mr. Vereker now bécame silent, as his limit had 
been passed, and the carpet was knocked down 
to Mrs. Vereker. ‘“ What name? if you please,” 
said the auctioneer. When Mrs. V. gave her 
name and stepped up to pay her deposit, there 
was quite a little circus, and the spectators were 
tickled to death at the badinage that passed be- 
tween the worthy couple. Mrs. Vereker declares 
she will never take her husband to an auction 
sale again, and he, though he cannot just see 
where he was to blame in the matter, says he 
hopes she won't. 
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Poor V. went along Y 
Mrs. Vereker bid on quite a number of ij 
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NOT ENTIRELY CLEANED OUT. 


BosTON FATHER—‘‘ This can’t be my son !” 


His son (from the Nebraska sheep-ranch)—‘‘ Yes it can, dad; and he’s got something left, too. 


Most of the fellows lost everything they had.” 


akg La es 


i eli 


eh tm Li int la tat se eB, eat = 





































6 FUNNY THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


to p’rade roun’ in, an’ to cut over an’ make up new. Then 
ye hardly git used to the high-steppin’ an’ gushin’ Sum- 
mer’s smilin’ an’ prancin’ an’ runnin’ things ez if she was 
the perpetyul boss o’ the hull year, w’en chipper Ortum’ 
hears o’ her goin’s on, an’ comes a callin’ on her. ’Stid 0’ 
findin’ her a queen o’ beauty, Ortum’ finds her unly a 
fadin’ an ‘overgrown slattern, but a-tryin’ hard to make 
out th’t she’s the same bright gal th’t pranced along so 
proud an’ sassy a leetle w’ile afore, an’ cheeked the bash- 
ful Spring outen her own. But Summer can’t pick the 
newcomer up fer no fool, b’gosh! an’ Ortum’, bein’ red- 
headed, has got a temper o' her own, an’ the fust thing 
we know, her an’ Summer goes to clawin’ one another's 
hair. Summer gits the wust of it, an’ has to pull up an’ 
make tracks, ragged an’ bare-legged an’ all used up. 
Ortum’ jist more’n brightens up things fer a spell, fer she’s 
red an’ lusty, an’ dresses gay an’ lives fast. Ye hain't 
hardly got to admirin’ of her an’ her ways, though, ’fore 
ol’ Winter comes a-stealin’ back ag’in, an’ goes to coaxin 
roun’ this snappy red beauty. Strong an’ grow’d-up ez 
she is—big enough and old enough to know better—she 
hain’t got the kerridge even o’ the young and tender 
Spring, an’ she don’t hustle the hoary ol’ sinner off with a 
flea in his ear, like the leetle un did, but listens to him an’ 
tarries, an’ bimeby gives herself up to him. Then the 
fust thing ye know her charms is gone, an’ he throws 
her off, an’ ye hear her go moanin’ an’ moanin’ away, 
shiverin’ in her nakedness, an’ lookin’ like a ghost. An’ 
: De me EG, 9: —_—— so it goes, Squire! The four seasons chases one another 
“ Time slides along, ‘Squire, like a saw-log down a roll-way,” remarked the old settler. “It ‘roun, year in an’ year out, all the world over, an’ we 
don’t stop fer nuthin’ an’ it don’t turn out fer nuthin’, an’ the longer ye see it runnin’, the faster, foller the. trail ‘long with ‘em, drawin’ all the time nigher 
b'gosh! it seems to go. But the seasons plays tag with one another now jist the same ez they an’ nigher, b’gosh! to the last campin’ groun’.” 

did w'en we was young, though they do seem to scoot along a leetle livelier. It pears now-a~- | “Ongin ral principles, Major,” said the ‘Squire, “ yer 
days ez if Spring hain’t no sooner kim a skippin’ along an’, gentle ez she is, swatted ol’ Winter ‘bout right. Yer doctern "bout the four seasons is good 
‘long-side the jaw fer his impydence in tryin’ to lay his head in her lap an’ keep it thar’, an’ the world over, pervidin’ ye leave out Jersey. Thuz 
made him glad to take hisself off a hustlin’, ‘fore Summer comes a prancin’ up, sassy an’ proud unly two seasons in Jersey, ‘Major—one wen they take 
ez a school gal in a red jersey, an’ sets right in to make it so warm fer leetle Miss Spring that _ their liquor hot, an’ t’other wen they put ice in it. 

she can’t stan’ it, an’ away she goes, leavin’ all her nice, fresh, sweet-smellin’ duds fer Summer RD. MOTT. 


A TRAGEDY OF THE BATH. ae 


me” 


Four Seasons’ 


A POETICAL IDEA OF THE OLD, 
SETTLER. 
































1. Mk. SHELLEY—‘‘ Here, there! Bring those clothes back !” 2. ——*‘‘I do hope those ladies won’t turn around till I get by !” 














3. CHOoRrus—‘* Why, where can that have come from ?” 4. Mr. SHELLEY (én @ very much muffied tone)—‘' Poor doggy—good doggy !” 





FUNNY THINGS FROM JUDGE. 7 
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DOUBTFUL TIMES IN NEW YORK. 
NEW OFFICER (who has been told to look out for suspicious persons, to Kev. COOL. 
Dr. , Grand Worthy Secretary of the Amalgamated Crime and Riot Squash- OLD UNCLE—‘‘I hope that you are putting away money for a rainy day.” 
ing Society)—‘* Shure ut ain’t the shtyle av yure clothes, naither is ut them goggles NEPHEW—“‘ Why, what’s the matter with-yours?” inal 
that gives yez away ; its th’ decaitful luk yez has in yure oye! Move on out'r that : ‘ 
now, or Oi'll run yez in!” 
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NOT A BAD SCHEME. 


During our late dreadful storms, a friend of ours hit upon the happy idea of 
attaching lightning rods to the entire stock upon his farm, and did not sustain a 
single loss. (N. B.—THE IDEA IS PATENTED.) 


THE LATEST WRINKLE. 
‘Fond pPARENtT—‘‘I am so glad, my dear children, to see your tails in curl- 
papers, for really they were becoming disgracefully straight.” 
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HARDLY AS IT SHOULD BE. 





Mr. BrENTLEY (in the heat of passion)—‘‘ There’s not a single hour in the 
day when our home is happy !” 

Mrs, BRENTLEY—‘‘ Oh, yes, there is, my dear!” 

Mr. BrENTLEY—“‘ I'd like to know when it comes in?” 

Mrs. BRENTLEY—‘“‘ It always comes in just after you have gone out.” (And 
he started the happy hour at once.) 


A COLUMBIA ECHO. 


Mr. Gotty Nurr—‘“ Tough, isn’t it, Scholly ?” 

Mr. ScHOLO AsticK—“‘' ‘Terrible, old fel’.” 

Mr. Gotty Nurr—‘‘After proving my right in the rush to carry a cane, not 
to be able to is perfectly morgue-like.” 
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8 FUNNY THINGS 


Miss DEsPLAINES—'‘ 
Miss Brenror—‘' I’ 


Of all the men in the world, never ask 
your milk-man to “chalk it up.” 

Never judge a man by his umbrella. 
He may have taken somebody else’s—by 
mistake. 





An original, wild, weird ballad—warbled 
by M. P. Diddle, Esq., before the Society 
for the Prevention of Down-town Street 
Travel : 

The shades of night were falling 

O'er the City of New York, 

As a boy emerged from his dwelling, 
Eating a piece of pork. 

He sat him down on a hydrant— 

The cold he did not mind— 

And sat he there and ate the pork, 

But threw anuay the rind. 

An old man chanced to pass that way— 
I am now at the end of my tale — 

For the‘old man busted his collar bone, 
And the boy he went to jail. 


The moral shows us all too plainly that 
hogs and Steam-Heating Companies de- 
serve to be suppressed. 
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WHAT IT WILL COME. TO. 


‘Who's that talking to Mr. Dosset?” 
m sure I don’t know. Can’t amount to much. 
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I notice she isn’t branded.” 


An unequal match: That which strikes 


only on the box. 





Lived too long: The man who, when he 
died, couldn’t get a ready-made coffin to fit 
his six feet ten proportions, 





We regret to learn that the Sultan of 
Turkey has become so extremely weak that 
it is impossible for him any longer to get 
up alone, or a loan—spell it either way you 
please. 


ConvVERSATION (overheard)—First Speaker 
—‘ And so Colonel has been appointed 
to office, eh?” Second Speaker—“I have 
heard so.”” First Speaker—“ Was it on ac- 
count of his war record ?”” Second Speaker 
—“ Really, my friend, are you joking? You 
know as weil as I that the Colonel is a 
coward.” First Speaker—“ But, then, with 
whom has he fought?” Second Speaker— 
“With his wife.” 








First WAITER — ‘‘Heah comes dat cust’mer ob 
yourn whad's always in a hurry fer a san’wicher.” 


SrkCOND WAITER—‘* Umpah! I see um.” (Swis-s-sh/) 


A QUICK LUNCH. 


CusTOMER—“‘ Here you are ! thanks !"’ 





**Good day !”’ 


















A gentleman from across the water, 
whose most conspicuous feature is 
the fine development of his lower 
face, and whose present occupation is 
traveling among us, to observe our 
institutions, on foot, tripped grace- 
fully up a flight of marble steps, and 
coyly remarked to the maid who came 
to the door, “If ye plase, mum, could 
ye give mea bit o’ bread? I've not 
had a mouthful for narely a wake.” 

“A mouthful, is it, ye’re afther?” 
suavely replied the maid; “And where 
do yez expict to foind enuff to fill that 
mouth, begorra ?”’ 

The foreign gentleman retired to 
meditate. 


Young Dawkins, making his ac- 
diurnal call on Matilda, 
remarks: “Oh, by-the-way, have you 
heard about the new doctor that’s just 
come to town? He’s a most remark- 
able man—a mesmerist or something 
of that kind. Hecures just by laying 
on his hands. If you’ve got a bad 
tooth, he just puts his finger on it, 
and it drops right out.” 

“Ho! that ain’t nothin’,” eagerly 
interrupts little Mary, who ought to 
have been put to bed an hour ago, but 
was still permitted to infest the par- 
lor, “ That ain’t nothin’ ’t all. Sister 
Tildy, she puts her fingers on her 
tooths, and they all of ’em drops right 
out! I sees her do it every night.” 

Uneasiness all around. 


—— 


customed 


Summerbreeze received a curtain 
lecture from his wife, and when it was 
over, he remarked: “I knew there’d 
be a thundering old storm pretty 
soon. I saw a big ring round the 
moon last night.” 





If a farmer has one reaper, would 
you want him to have any mower? 
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DUVAL’S COLLAR BUTTON. 
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Miss PARSHLEY—** Did you ever dance before, Mr. Judsen ?”’ 
Mr. Burt JUDSEN (who is having a hard time of it)—‘‘No, 
but I used to carry specie-bags in a brokerage firm, and I thought 
I could get along.” 





FROM JUDGE. 

























AN EPISODE. 


A maiden fair lives over the way, 
_ The gutter is muddy, the steps are steep. 
Oh, where is the young man, stylish and gay, 
That maiden's comp’ny who used to keep? 
Hath he sailed o’er the seas and fickle prov’d, 
Or hath he been shook by his own belov’d ? 


Ah! a sadder fate ’twas his to meet— 
The gutter ts muddy, the sleps are sleep, 
The old man booted him out in the street, 
And laid him away in the gutter to sleep ; 
The maiden mourneth over the way, 
And the young man buyeth arnicay. 


She was singing “In the gloaming ” 
very sweetly and very plaintively, and 
her best fellow was listening to her 
with all his soul in his eyes, but her 
father wou/d interrupt her by asking 
“ Where in thunder did you leave that 
corkscrew? You had it last.” At last 
the old man burst into the room with, 
“See here, Mary Ann, I’ve hunted the 
whole house, from basement to attic, 
and you must either knock off non- 
sense and find it yourself, or tell me 
whether the gloaming’s in the ice-chest 
or your mother’s work-basket. I can’t 
draw acork on such insufficient infor- 


mation.” She found the corkscrew. 





“T was cured by a careful and dis- 
criminating use of spirits,” said an old 
fellow, whose nose would answer for 
an auction sign. “ Yes, you were com- 
pletely pickled as it were,” answered 
an unsympathizing bystander. 





Where doall the pins goto? They 
go down—if you happen to make a 
ten-strike. 





A risky thing: An insurance policy. 
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appearance ; and, if the 
deacon’s’ professions 
were true, he should have 
sued that nasal protu- 
berance forslander ; but 
no one in the church 
dared to even hint that 
the pious man indulged 
in the “rosy.” It was 
also true that the deacon 
was spoken of by the 
ungodly as a sharp hand 
at a horse trade; but 
then the ungodly are 
ever prone to revile the 
pious. 

That the deacon 
would havea large and 
imposing funeral was 
the unanimous conclu- 
sion. The Sons of Tem- 
perance held a meeting, 
and resolved to turn out 
in full regalia ; and when 
the time appointed for 
the ceremony arrived, 


DEACON JONES’ FUNERAL. 


Deacon Jones was dead, and —*> 


THE DEBUTANTE’S 


scart 





was sorrowful, | -- ; 
for the deacon had been a truly = NW YZ, 
He was authority on rant 
church matters, and was a leading 
man in the Sons of Temperance. 
True it was that his nose had a fiery 
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FUNNY THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


DIMPLE. 
THE YOUTH. 


1 watch her cheek. 1 can but watch it, 
The while her dimple comes and goes ; 
Ah, happy he whose kiss might snatch it 
While from her lips sweet laughter flows ; 
I’m sure there’s no delight could match it! 
Thrice happy he who boldly throws 
His heart, if but her dimple catch it, 
A pitfall hidden in a rose. 
THE VETERAN. 
I watch her cheek. I also can but watch it, 
Its pink audacity, its velvet brass. 
Her cheek, that’s harder far than any hatchet, 
Although but eighteen blooming years she has. 
As for your case, poor fool! she'd soon 
dispatch it ; 
Full heart and empty pockets, let her pass. 
Learn this sad truth, deep on your memory 
scratch it, 
Gold is the price of dimples, fond young ass ! 


M. S. BRIDGES, 












THAT TELL-TALE MIRROR. 


. JaMEs—‘‘ I'll stay out dis hitch.” (Kicks vigorously right and left.) 
. HOwELLS—“‘ So'll I.” 

BIGLEIN—‘‘I don’ see nuffin’ in my han’ wuf rastlin’ wiv.’ 
. FRENCH (with his back to the glass)—‘*’Peahs ter me yo’ gonnleman’s bery 
on a pah ob juices.” 


the lodge marched through the main streets of Squamtown, led by Jimmy 
Frisby with a drawn sword. 


the parlor was not capacious, consequently there was no room to spare. 
The apartment was well filled previous to the arrival of the Sons of A 
Temperance, but as the day was cold, an effort was made to allow every- : 
body to come inside. In order to make room, the squint-eyed undertaker 
proposed to stand the coffin on end, and it was accordingly stood ina 
corner, from which the corpse of the good deacon was enabled to takea 


look at the whole assemblage. 


Just as the minister was in the midst of a pathetic address, and had 
begun to stir up the mourners, and the lone widow had cried two pocket 
handkerchiets wringing wet, old Aunt Nancy Bloomer made her appear- 
ance at the parlor door and began to edge her way in. 
managed to get a seat near the coffin, after a tremendous bustle, which 
caused the minister to suspend his address for a few minutes. 
little while Aunt Nancy saw the coffin perched up alongside of her. 

‘‘ Massy sakes alive,” she whispered to Sim Dooley, the tavern-keeper, 
who sat alongside of her, ‘‘I didn’t know that the deacon was so extrava- 
gant. When did he buy that old-fashioned clock ?” Sim ducked his head 
and placed his handkerchief over his mouth to repress a laugh. 
old fool mistakes the coffin for aclock,” muttered Sim to himself. 

“Can’t you see what time it is, Sim?” inquired Aunt Nancy. 

Sim bowed his head still lower, and the minister, attributing the 
action to the powerful address he was delivering, hoped to have made a 


convert of the tavern-keeper. 


“T’ll see the face of that old clock anyhow,” said Aunt Nancy, as she 
rose up just as the minister began his closing prayer. She edged over to 
the front of the coffin, and after adjusting her spectacles, she looked up 


Th 


e deacon’s house was a small one, and 


She finally 


Aftera 


‘* The 


through, ain’d ‘id ?” 








AT ROLL CALL. 


INSPECTOR — “‘ Officer 
helmet ?” 
} FINNEGAN (/ately appointed )—‘*‘ I shlept a bit long 

this mornin’, sor, an’ whin I waked up, the childer 

had taken it to th’ doomp to get chinders wid. | 

’ took me Parthrick’s day hat as bein’ next nighest to 

A me uniform.” 


timid ter git 







Finnegan, where’s your 


at the clock. In place of 
the dial, she looked on 
the grim face of the de- 
ceased deacon. She gave 
a yell and jumped back, 
stepping on Sim Doo- 
ley’s dog, who was nap- 
ping under his master’s 
chair. The alarmed ca- 
nine sprang up, upset- 
ting Aunt Nancy, who 
pitched headforemost 
against the coffin. She 
gave one convulsive 
grasp at it, and down 
tumbled the old lady, 
with the coffin on top of 
her, the body rolling out 
alongside of her. That 
was sufficient to break 
up the funeral; but the 
dog, who was running 
wildly about the apart- 
ment,added to the furore 
of the occasion, and 
when the cry of ‘“‘mad 
dog” was raised, the 
whole assemblage 
scampered out of the 
house, the widow mak- 
ing as good timeas any. 
The incident furnished 
Dooley with a story 
about the old-fashioned 

clock for many 
weeks. 


HIS INVENTION. 
SPIEGELMEYER (with great complacency)—‘* Pesides peing goot 
fer der near sighd ohf mein eyes, it leds all der vind go my glarionet 








FUNNY 


INCOMPREHENSIBLE. 


THINGS FROM JUDGE. 1 








TOWNLEY (who has popped the question without any of the usual amatory manifestations)—‘* You didn’t know, my dear, that I’m a member of the Press club, 


among other things ?” 
Miss COoYLE—‘‘ | never should have believed it.” 


A POKERISH SUBJECT. 


We know by the platitude hoary, 
That ‘‘a cat may look at a king,” 

And we also know from the story 
That the sight costs never a thing. 


It’s a point in a feline’s favor, 
For we know, too, one and all, 

That the price of a sight of a king with us 
Depends on who's got the call. 








i 





A father with a handsome, vivacious daughter of sweet eighteen. 
who has a plethora of beaux—the daughter has the beaux—intro- 
duced a music box in the parlor, and set it to strike up ‘“ Home, 
Sweet Home,” at ten o’clock, as a hint for the masculine visitor to 
leave. It worked splendidly the first night, the young man taking 
the hint and his hat as soon as the tune ceased. But the next night 
there was a change. The strategic girl procured another music 
box with more powerful lungs than her father’s, and when the 
latter commenced on ** Home, Sweet Home,” the daughter's belched 
forth “ We Won’t Go Home Till Morning,” completely drowning the 
sound of the “Sweet Home” organ; and peace and harmony were 
restored, and the boss and his machine were rebuked. 


WITHIN ONE OF DETECTION. 


Mr. FAWKES (a/ the cake walk)—‘* Hit's bery s'prizin’, but dey mus be one 'r 
dem ventriloquizzers in dis yer hall. I keeps hearin’ a bird a-singin’.” 





Miss MOssLey (0” her arrival heme)—‘‘'Twarn't no slow kind o’ time, mom- 
mer, an’ I tuk d’ cake; but, fo’ d’ Lawd, I thought dat Mistah Fawkes he’d kotched 
me one spell !”’ 
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HIS FIRST COURSE- DINNER, 
Cousin ELNATHAN (after his second plate of soup)—** That was a rousin’ good stew, Mary. 


leave you folks t’ tell stories, an’ turn in.” 


A MISLEADING SYMPTOM. 


A notorious quack, who had 
nevertheless acquired a certain 
local celebrity in the healing 
art, found his practice increas- 
ing to such an extent that he 
was obliged to take an assistant. 
He did not, however, attempt 
to impose upon his junior as he 
did upon the public, very can- 
didly admitting that his repu- 
tation rested on a series of 
fortunate guesses and lucky 
accidents. “I always,” he re- 
marked, “use my eyes carefully 
when I am called into a case, 
and I generally see something 
or another to help my diagnosis. 
You come with me and pay a 
few visits. You will very soon 
get the hang of the thing.” So 
they sallied forth, the young 
man all observation and atten- 
tion, and bent on becoming as 
great a doctor as his patron. 

The first house they called at 
they found the master in bed. 
Quack Senior, the moment he 
set eyes on the patient, said : 
“There, now ; how men of your 
time of life can be imprudent 
enough to indulge in a surfeit 
of watermelon,I can’t see. How 
many melons did you eat this 
morning? The best part of 
three, I'll be bound.” The old 
man, wondering at the acute- 
ness of his medical adviser, 
admitted that he was right in 
every particular. The dcctor 


prescribed some simple remedy, 
and took his fee and his leave. 
No sooner were they outside 
than the embryo quack, burning 
to acquire such an important 





HE WAS A STAYER. 


Miss WipGerY—‘‘ Come, Mr. Tollivant ; you're delaying the game awfully.” 


Mr. TOLLIVANT—“‘ Just a moment.” 


to change my improver-maker. 





(To himself )—** I’ve paws'tively got 
This one don't fit worth a cent.” 











Now ‘early t’ bed, early t’ rise,’ is my motter, an’ I reckon I'll 


professional secret,commenced: 
“ How in thunder did you know 
that the man had been eating 
watermelon? You never looked 
at his tongue, or 7 

“Tongue be hanged,” said the 
elder. “I looked in the wood- 
shed as I came in and saw the 
rinds of three watermelons. You 
must use your eyes, my boy.” 

The lesson sank deep into the 
young man’s mind, and he en- 
deavored to profit by it on the 
very first occasion that he made 
an independent visit. 

“No wonder you are feeling 
badly,” said he to his patient, 
“when you have been eating 
horse—that’s enough to sicken 
a Jerseyman.” 

“Horse!” said the sufferer 
faintly, yet wonderingly. 

“Yes, horse,” said A’sculapius 
Junior. “Now tell me how 
much you have eaten.” 

“Horse,” repeated the patient 
indignantly. “I never did such 
athing. I wouldn’t —”’ Here 
he got. madder as the idea was 
more fully borne in upon him. 
“Get out of here you infernal 
quack!” And with the assistance 
of a couple of the patient’s 
stalwart sons, the pretender to 
medical science was bounced. 

“And yet,” he said, when he 
explained his adventure to his 
mentor, who had lost a patient 
by his assistant’s injudicious di- 
agnosis; “and yet I saw asaddle 
in the woodshed as plainly as 
you saw the watermelon rinds.” 

Quack Senior is now adver- 
tising for another assistant, and 
Quack Junior is driving an ice 
wagon, 











FUNNY THINGS 


LA BELLE THERESE. 





It isn’t all rouge that reddens 
the noses of our leading citizens. 


Worm fruit, facetiously called 
chestnuts, are now plenty. The 
best time to eat them is as you 
sit in the dark with your girl. 
Your mind is usually on other 
things then, and you can’t see 
so well, either. 

A temperance paper says: “Our 
country is swimming in a sea of 
rum.” It doesn’t seem possible! 
The editor has evidently been 
misinformed. If our country 


was Swimming in such an intox- 
icating sea, thousands of impe- 
cunious inebriates would jump 
overboard and perish in their 
native element—or beverage—as 
it were. 





Never fairer flower was there 
Than La Belle Therese ; 

Never sweeter ; nay, nor neater ; 

Never better : those who’ve met her 
Charmed are by her face. 


Grace in every movement is there 
Of her lithe young form ; 

Rounded is it, quite exquisite ; 

Limbs as supple as a couple 
Saplings in a storm. 


Premiere in the ballet is she, 
This La Belle Therese. 
French ? Nay, nay, sir! I've heard 
say, sir, 
She’s from Dublin. 
troublin’ 
Her birthplace to trace. 


I’m not 


Never fairer flower was there 
Grown in any land ; 

But alas, sir! I’m an ass, sir! 

Big and frowsy is her spouse ; he 
Leads the German band. 


CHARLES STOKES WAYNE 





THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE LEFT UNSAID. 


JonEs—‘‘ Say, old fellah! last night you slapped me on the bwack when you were dwunk, 


and said I was a gwentleman.” 


De SmirH—*‘ Did I, me deah bhoy? 
What foolish things a dwunken man does say !”” 


Vewy sorry, ‘pon me honah, 
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AFTER THE CIRCUS WAS OVER, 


Boy (on pile)—'‘ Hey, Jimmie! chuck up the dog an’ see if I kin balance him on me one foot wid me eyes shut.’ 


avasereel 


ait 
sit 


IDidn’t mean to. 











ENCOURAGEMENT, AS IT IS. 
PATIENT—‘‘ Do you think it is anything serious, doctor ?” 
PiysiciAan—‘‘ Nothing but a slight lesion in the muscles of your back. 


‘Take that medicine and you'll be all right to-morrow.” 


PATIENT—‘‘ What makes you walk so funny, Doc?” 
PHYSICIAN—‘‘ I’ve had a back-ache for three weeks.” 
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A REALISTIC IDYL. 


I cadot sig the old sog 
Aboud love-time in sprig ; 
I tried it whed I toog her 
A-ridig in my gig. 
““T love—ker-chew—chew— chew—you 
As mad ne’er loved before ; 
And if you’ll—chew—redurn it, 
I'll—chew—love—chew—you more,”’ 
With most unspriglike codness 
She durned away her head : 
‘*T am not fond of gun, sir, 
And never chew,” she said. 
ARISTINE ANDERSON, 


But just as I was reachig 
To sig way up in G, 

Thad blamed sprig idfluedza 
Took a fresh hold od me, 

I tried the sneeze to straggle— 
I had bud two lides more— 

But I was quigly smothered 
By sneezes half a score, 


THEY DIDN’T ELOPE IN AN OMNIBUS. 
DIALOGUE IN A BANK, 





“So A. got away with $100,000?” said a reporter to 
the president of the bank, 

“Yes,” responded the president, with a sigh; “but 
that is not the worst of it.” 

“What! did he take convertible bonds besides the 
cash ?” 

“No, sir,” retorted the president; “the villain got 
away with my daughter !” 

“Ah! an elopement.” 

“Yes, by Cupid !” 

“Ah!” murmured the reporter (a Harvard graduate) 
thoughtfully, “falsus in uno falsus in omnibus.” 

“ Omnibus be smashed !” roared the president. “Om- 
nibus, indeed! No, sir, steam cars. Darn ’em, they 
jumped on the steam cars. Only a blamed fool would 
elope in an omnibus, anyhow.” 





“So you were late for the turkey-supper down at 
Coonville last night—only got the pickin’s, I heard,” 
said a merchant to his colored coachman. ‘Oh, yaas 
mas’r; but a darkey’s allus ter hum wi’ de dones, you 
know,” was the reply. 
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A DECREPIT LIE. 


>) LBOW GRAVES was elected 
treasurer of the Black Star 
Tennis Association last week, 
and, after collecting a small 
percentage of the initiation 
and monthly dues, was sent 
over to the city to buy uni- 
forms, accoutrements and im- 
plements of the game. 

Not returning in a reason- 

able time, the auditing com- 
mittee sent out feelers in the 
shape of Mr. Peleg Eakins and 
Mr. Esmond Le Clair to pos- 
sibly help him bring home the 
goods, and in any event to 
* trustrate a defalcation. 
; ““Whar’s yo’ gwine t’ look 
fer ‘m?” asked Mr. Le Clair 
as they stepped off the Hoboken ferry-boat and 
strolled up West street. 

“Whar yo’ surmise I’se gwine ter look fer ’m?” 
was the reply. 

“ Yo’ tink a Hoboke coon wiv nineteen dollah ena 





































suits your style of beauty.” 


puchis d’ ’signia ob d’ club.” 


“Go orn!” 


“Umph!” 


boosts) 








HIS WATERLOO. 

Mr. GATCHY (with a desire to be tough)—‘‘ We had some aw- 
fully stiff playing at the club last night.” 

Miss CALLOWHILL—“* Indeed ?” 

Mr. GatcHy—‘‘ Ya-as.”” 

Miss CALLOWHILL—‘* Which game do you prefer—battledore, 
little Sally Waters, or puss in the corner ?” 


sheet uv two-caint stamps, moh den he eber hed in he’s life t’ wunst 
befoh, is a gwine ter be foun’ readin’ scripter in d’ Ashter lib’ry ? 
Nossir! dat he yaint. I’se gwine up t’ Portegee Mike’s caffy, en ’f 
we don’ find ’m dar, instinc’ tell me dat he’ll be down on Cabe’s 
watah-million dock catin’ hisself sicker den a king-fish wiv d’ pro- 
ceed ob d’ k'lection.” 

And at Cabe’s, sure enough, they found him. 

Mr. Eakins seized him by one arm and Mr. Le Clair by the other, 
and as they pulled him apart till his shoulder-fastenings loosened, 
hot-shot queries were poured into him like the discharge of a Gat- 


“Ef yo’ gemmen ‘ll low me ter sput out some million-seed whad’s Dishness wi’ Mishter (Aic huc)” 
god ketched undah mah collar-bon’ I'll tell yo’ whad ’r done. I 


yain’t no ‘lastic man fer t’ be pulled out like dis !” "sheape I” 











A DOUBTFUL COMPLIMENT. 


“Dat yo’ did, yo’ molas’ col’d Jaehne ; dat you did! 
“T done struck two place whar dey sol’ unniforms.” 








Mrs. BENDER—‘‘ How ?#ts Mr. Hickok ?” 
Mr. BenpEk—‘‘ Shplendid, m’ 





Miss GIDDY (at a progressive euchre partvy)—‘‘ Just look at me, Mr. Lavisher, with this 
horrid fool’s cap for « booby prize. I know I look like a fright.” 


Mr. LAVISHER (never lost for a compliment)—‘‘ Oh, not at all. It’s very becoming. Just 


They eased up on him a little, and as he sucked back the air which had 
been squeezed out of him he said, “I done kim ober t’ N’ Yark fer ter 
Whar’s d’ ’signia ?" 

“De fust place dey wanted jes’ twainty-one dollah fer foh regalias wiv d’ 
net, rackers, clubs en bawls frowed in.” 


“De secon’ place wuz in d’ ’cinity ob Hunion squar’ en d’ price wuz 





ling gun. : ao a 
““Whadjer do wiv dem tennis scads, yo’ brack Fulgraft ?” VF ad = a 
**Whad I do?” nes A. fr few ‘S, 
“Yaas! Whadjer do!” 
*““Whad who do wiv whad scads ?” HOW HE GOT OUT OF IT. 
“ Jerk ’m again, Mistah Eakins. Whadjer do’r say sc Mr. BENDER (putting on a cold, stolid brace)—‘* Veen t’ Long Island on 


By ginger, that was a uarrer 
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EVERY EVIDENCE OF IT. 


Miss GUILESS (gazing fondly at her father through the dining-roem door)— 
“Dear me! How sad pa looks! To look at him, Mr. Rounder, you would 
never suspect him to be full of spirits, would you ?”’ 

Mr. ROUNDER (crttically)—"* Well, no, not exactly full yet, but he will be 
very shortly.” 


rt 





higher. Dey wanted jes’ twainty-one dollah fer 
one suit ob cloze, en ’siderin’ d’ tone ob d’ club, 
an’ d’ fac’ dat dem close wuz solid silk, I says, 
says I t’ m'self, dem’s d’ togs fer d’ Black Stars, 
suah.” 

“En yo’ buyed ’m ?” 

“En ’r did.” 

‘* Whar is dey ?” 

“Da’s jes’ whad I'’se comin’ to. Luff go dat 
whisk’r hair, Esmond Le Clair! Thanks. I put THE EVOLUTION OF THE RAZOR. 


Not as seen, but felt during a 5-cent Bowery shave. 











7 a dat suit ’r close on, en started fer Hoboke, finkin’ dat 
yt fff = ae tt Bl ‘twuz bettah t’ hab one stylish man in d’ club den foh 
MY lf wih (i ny Milled SAL i loafahs, when, whad yo’ tous se 
Hi Iie MAN | | e wit i a 7 Pastas tf “ Bunco ?” 
Mii | SING ‘ae Wit, | “Nah! Lightnin’ flash come en burnt dem cloze off’p 
me clean ez a bone!” 

“En didn’ hyurt yo’?” 

“Notta mighty.” 

“Mistah Grabes,” observed Mr. Eakins, as he winked 
a sullen wink at Mr. Le Clair, “hit may soun’ a trifle 
bumbasty fer t’ say dat two Hoboke cit’zens ob color 
is mo’ foh-handed den Gawd’s lightnin’, but dey is, 
chile—dey 7s /” And the splash of the hard body into 
the soft mud of the dock carried out the truth of the 
assertion. 

The Black Star Tennis Association play now in blue 
overalls and checked jumpers, but they play an honest i 
game. J. 5S. GOODWIN, | 
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Out in Minnesota, while two men were setting up 
with a corpse, the late lamented raised up in the coffin, 
looked around in a dazed sort of a way, and observed: 
“T feel very queer.” At this precise juncture the two 
men also felt “very queer’—much more so than the 
man in the coffin. If dead bodies are going to act in 
such a reprehensible and outrageous manner, it is going 

: : to be difficult to get people to sit up with them to scare 
it ee off body snatchers. 
WASTED ENERGY. 


Mrs. WALBRICK—“‘ Fo’ de lan’s saik ! who done dat ?” “ aintee.? Sia veiats 1} i 
Mr. WALBRICK—“‘ I wuz 'temptin’ t’ carbe dat tuckey whad dem Twiggs folks sent in, Meat me once again” is what the hungry dog said 
an’ I done swatted him too hard !” to the butcher. 
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“WHEN THE SEA GIVES UP ITS 
DEAD.” 


BY WALTER STEPHEN MURPHY. 


“ Perhaps I shall know thee and greet thee again, 
When the sea gives up its dead.” 


ANY years ago, when the ambitious 
blood of youth coursed madly through 
A my veins, I wrote a magazine article. 
y It was a weird tale of love and intrigue, 
evolved from a brain which had learned 
its cunning in the staving off of various 
females engaged in the boarding-house 
business. The manuscript completed, 

= I borrowed a three-cent stamp and for- 
warded it to a well-known down-town publishing house. Two 
days later the precious document was returned with a printed 
circular, which gave me to understand that the editor had been 
almost moved to tears when he realized that the article in question 
was not suitable for his columns. 

I will now draw the sombre pall of despair over the next seven 
months, during which epoch I believe I sent my MS. to every 
publishing house in the country. At the end of that period I still 
possessed the story, together with the galling knowledge that my 





MODERN IMPROVEMENTS. 


CONNELLY—(making a party call)—“‘ Shtyle is shtyle, Mrs. Brogan , but it's 
me ophinion Oi've seen a betther chandylure than that wan, an’ it was a blamed 


soight more comfortyble.’ 


ulster had been hung up in Simpson’s to enrich the U.S. postal depart- 
ment. I was young, however, and when I thought of how Zola had 
been compelled to hock his pants during his early struggles, and 
had once been run-in while working the free-lunch routes attired 
in a bed-tick, it gave me courage and spurred meé to further effort. 

So one day I went down town to a large publishing house and 
personally tackled a long-haired man, who came forward in 
response to my pathetic appeal for an interview with the editor. 
I noticed that he was somewhat cordial at the time, which perhaps 
accounts for the fact that after sitting right down and fPeading my 
article he paralyzed me by announcing that he would accept it. 

“It’s worth about ten dollars,” quoth he, “such sum to be paid 
you upon its publication.” 

“When will that be?” I asked timidly. 

He lifted up his mild gray eye and gazed long and earnestly 
into the gathering twilight shadows. 

“Call around in about three months,” he said briefly, “and I 
will tell you.” 

With this injunction I departed, intending to appear again at 
the time specified. But who can forestall fate? The winter came 





FROM JUDGE. 





on in all its dreadful intensity. The benches had all been 
removed from the public parks, and asa result the springtime 
blossoms had unfolded their vividly tinted petals in the warmth 
of the June‘sunlight ere I gave up an involuntary six-months’ 
job digging graves on a certain isle beyond the river. 

Then I once again sought the aforesaid publishing house. 
The long-haired gentleman, who was now also cordial, again 
greeted me. _ 

“Ah,” said he, “you have come at last. Let me see, the 
number of your manuscript is 22,793.” 

“Twenty-two thousand, seven hundred and ninety-three !” 
I repeated in horror; “when do you think I will get the 
boodle ?” 

‘‘Well,” said the long-haired gentleman blandly, “you 
might give another call in about five years and then we shall 
—shall—see about the matter.” 

Sadly I departed, and when six years later I appeared to 
the publishing house I inquired as usual for the long-haired 
gentleman. A strange young man came forward. 

“Why, my dear sir,” he said, “Mr. Jinkins is dead. He 
was murdered here in this office, two summers ago, by Cactus 
Billy, the Bard of Dakota. Billy came down here with some 
verses de society and wanted spot cash. Poor Jinkins said it 
was against the rules. You can guess the rest—argument— 
pistol—fire department—blood—massacre !” 

When I had sufficiently recovered from the shock of this 
intelligence I ventured to inquire about my own article. 

“Tt is now No. 9,357,” said the young man soothingly, “and 
I have no doubt but that it will be published some time during 
the next four years.” 


Time rolled on. I went into the soft-soap business, made 
some money, married a charming girl, and now I am a grand- 
father. And only the day before yesterday I went down to 
that self-same publishing house to find out how I stood. That 
young man—Jinkins’s successor—has hair as white as my 
own. He tells me that my manuscript is now No. 5,442. 

So this evening, seated in my cozy basement, I think over 
the fate of the little story I launched on the sea of literature 
when life was very young to me. 

Ah, precious manuscript—ambitious little manuscript— 
manuscript No. 5,442! when shall I see you in print? When 
shall I reap the reward of my many years of patience—alias 
$10? I pause for a reply. 

Then, like the strains of angelic music, the voice of my 
favorite golden-haired daughter is wafted down the dumb- 
waiter to me from the parlor above She is singing some 
old-time melody (a delightful change from the Mikado”), and 
as the harmonious chords grow fainter and fainter I catch a 
lingering couplet which beats on my heart like a wave from 
the dark ocean of futurity, 


** Perhaps I shall know thee and greet thee again, 
hen the sea gives up its dead.” 
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THE POWER, OF IMAGINATION. 


SALLY (on cake of ice)}—“ Oh, Tommy, this is im-mense! For all the 
world like the Central park in winter, an’ whenever I falls, sittin’ down, it feels 
like a real snow-storm !” 





On the road, A sudden halt. 


The pursuit. 


The bath. To the rescue ! The beginning of a new dispensation, On the road, 
IMPATIENT ARMENIAN AND THE RECALCITRANT BEAR. 


A TALE OF THE ROAD. 
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HIS CONTRIBUTION TO THE CONVERSATION. 


PROFESSOR SHREEDY (whom young Danby has asked to dine with the famiy; 
the claret is just being decante ')—‘‘ First blood for his jags.”’ 
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“ty, | A SUGGESTION TO THE “FINEST.” 


They are neat and unsuspicious looking, and 
HIS DEFENCE. Side and front view of young Mr. Dressley may an i with Ars . 
just after he’d had those trousers pressed. " ’ 





ANGRY CITIZEN—‘* What do you mean, you rascal, 
by treading on my corns?” 




















But they are also very useful, and obviate the 
danger always attendant on working the side 
door of saloons. (Patent applied for.) 






MAN-WITH-THE-IRON-JAW (shooting his weapon)-- 
‘** Yer don’t want ter talk ter me like dat, my son.” 





en ACO: 
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OW GAY 'tis to lie ‘neath the trees on a day 
When breezes are lad -ned with flowery spray, 





Through maple-boughs waving above you ! 
Beside you a fairy in petticoats sits 
And reads from the papers the raciest bits ; 





You know the dear girl doesn’t love you. 


And posters old fences adorning 




















HE WENT TO THE BALL. 


The ball season is very demoralizing. It tends to corrupt the 
juvenile reporter. THE JUDGE states so because he is aware of 
the fact personally. 

The other day there came to the office an invitation for one of 
our staff to attend a ball given by the “Society Shriekers’” 
Association at Never - quit pes 
Hall. Asa private note from (2. ZF - as, 
the secretary of the “Society weil 
Shriekers’” Association stat- 
ed that said social circle 
contained over one thousand 
members, each of whom took 
four copies of THE JuDGE— 
whether at news-stands or off 
of front stoops was not men- 
tioned—a representative was 
sent down, 

He was a nice, ox-eyed 
young fellow, who had come 
from Way-down-East, Maine, 
with a spring poem, expect- 
ing to reap fame and fortune 
from it. Unluckily the poem 
did not connect. 

Cruel editors failed to per- 
ceive its inwardness ; result- 
antly he was forced to accept 
a menial situation at our 
office, where for three dollars 
a week he was engaged to 
light fires, carry coal, sweep 
out, carry corpses from our 
private morgue, write lead- 
ing articles, and also be ready 
to do all necessary report- 
orial work, 

We sent him to the “Society 
Shriekers’”’ ball, and the fol- 
lowing report is what came 
to us. 

Evidently, from its perusal, 
it must have been written 


\ | ag 


You're away from petitioning lawyers and duns, 
_ From callow young brokers with elderly puns, 
From old apple-women and men who sell buns, The glories of Zeus would have been jotted down 


A sense of contentment, a feeling of ease, 

Creeps over your mind, lying there ‘neath the trees ; 
You ask the dear girl will she try a kiss, please— 

‘* They’re fresh,”’ you confess, ‘‘every morning.” 





FROM JUDGE. 


A VACATION FAIRY. 


She thinks more of giving old women quilt skirts, 
Or keeping stout hucksters in red-flannel shirts, 


And let the pipe-smoke wing your fancies away Than sparing a thought on the fellow who flirts 


Amid the pink tassels of clover. 
And yet the fond glances from lovely brown eyes 
Invade every dream and your heart paralyze, 


While Cupid is scarring your heart with his hits ‘Till thoughts of your income’s ridiculous size 


Make prudence throw sentiment over. 


O Flaccus! had you journeyed out of this town— 
A vast monochrome of monotonous brown— 


For boys to construe and vote airy ; 
But had you met Her in a festival throng, 
You'd have wielded your stylus and reveled in song, 
And wooed with your lyrics, the whole summer long, 
This dear little vacation fairy ! 
DE WITT STERRY. 


decked with—be—(Thanks, here’s to Tur JupGr)—bedecked 
with flags and bunting. 

“At eight A.M.—P.M.—No, A.M.—P.M. is right, the worthy 
president (All right, I will be there in a minute) the grand march 
was led by the worthy president, Mr. McGilder and his lady-like 
wife, who was attired in pink silk and gems. Following them 
came Mr. McGloin and sister 
(Now I am ready to go with 
you. 

“Mr. McGloin’s sister wore 
a hem- stitched polonaise, 
gored down the back and 
(There is only seven of you. 
Well, I'll come.) 

“ Ball great success. Miss 
De Lacy got moire antique 
dress. Greatest affair season. 
Ald’man Murphy jolly fel- 
low. So is his wife. All good 
fellows. ‘Rah for S’ciety 
Shriekers. Ex-Judge Mud’s 
cousin, from Bohoken, ele- 
gantly ‘tired in Charlotte 
de Russe style. Senator 
Hoolihan and lady captured 
all hearts. Senator showed 
diamonds no object. Lady 
splendid. Wore yellow tur- 
ban with plon-plon on. Bully 
for her. 

“Met Miss Plantagenet. 
Nice girl. Got ona Pompa- 
dour dress all fluted. Wink- 
ed at me. Mash. I guess 
stan’ a bottle anyway. Write 
report later, and 





We got the report. 

And soon afterward we got 
our reporter. 

It cost us ten dollars, and 


NO BEAUTY IN HIS Jefferson Market was where 
under wine-room influences JoHunson—‘‘I shall never marry for beauty” we got bist out'ot. 
—the interpolations appear SmirHson— And the one at Be you wait either.” He returned home to his 


toso denote. Hereitis: ~ ; 
“The ball of the ‘Society Shriekers, an association composed 
of the first gentlemen of Cherry street and vicinity, was a great 
success. (No—I won’t have nothing now.) The hall was 
tastily bedecked with—(Well, I will have one.) 
“The hall was cheerfully—no, tastily—bedecked with—be- 


parents very soonly, but we 
still hold his grip-sack for the tenner. Ten cases are ten cases. 
But we have an idea, that if we don’t get the promised check 
from his paternal, that we will be left upon the grip-sack. From 
its feel we think that it contains a bottle of hair-oil and a 
“Guide to New York.” 





THE GAPE; 





OR, A STUDY IN EXPRESSION. 


SAS ATR TEATS EN 
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HIS SCHEME. 


EpIToR OF ‘‘ TEMPERANCE CLARION” (fo visttor)—‘‘ Excuse me a moment ; MR. SHEFFENBERGER (0” the ground floor)—‘‘ Ohf dot liderary gent on de: 
I've got to speak to the foreman.” upper floor don’d shtop drinkin’ so mooch bier I'm ’fraid he vill busdt !” 





TROUBLE ON THE CONGO. 


ENTERPRISING ADVERTISING AGENT—‘‘ This is the first good rock I’ve Tne Goop Rock (rolling over)—" Say, young feller, that tickles !" 
found to paint on since I arrived.” 








THE PENALTY OF PRAISE. 


FARMER HINKLEY—“‘ Them critters has worked good terday, an’ I’m goin’ ter RUDELY-DISTURBED TRAMP—“‘ That’s the first time anybody ever called me 


give ’m a square feed !" square, an’ now see what I get fer it !” 
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THISTLE DOWN. 


=? 


\ The dandelions golden gown 


TF 4 
er / * Oh, thistle down, fair thistle down ! 
a p ~ Vr Gone are the laughing daisy faces ; 


Oh, thistle down, light thistle down ! 

At faintest breath above you sighing, 
Your wonder of a fairy crown 

Broke into wings just made for flying, 
And far into the distance sent 

I watched them slowly rising— falling— 
Alas, my hopes were with them blent, - 

Cast on the wind beyond recalling. 


Oh, thistle down, pure thistle down ! 
My life’s deep love was hers—hers only— 
For her I would have won renown, 


Or toiled and waited, sad and lonely. 
For her what would I not have done? 

And yet, through all my blinding passion, 
I knew her sweet heart was not won— 

She only pitied me, girl fashion ! 
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THE O’SLATTERYS “RECEIVE.” 


It has always been the custom of the O’Slatterys to keep open 
house on New Year’s day—even years ago, when they lived ina six- 
story tenement, when the pater O’Slattery was a coal-heaver, and 
welcomed his friends in the “old country” style. 
O’Slattery was a genial, kind-souled woman, who had a cheerful 
word for every one in those by-gone days when the giddy O’Slat- 
tery daughters chirped slang to their tough masculine callers. 


Towards evening the floor 
was usually cleared of fur- 
niture and obstructing “over- 
loaded ” callers, and _ the 
ubiquitous accordion and its 
wielder furnished orchestral 
accompaniment for the mazy 
waltz, which continued until 
thelandlady of the house came 
upstairs to inquireif they were 
“going to dance off the rooms 
beneath?” This was the usual 
hint for the last breakdown, 
and the callers made their exit 
in various stages of noise and 
inebriation. 

But time and customs are 
changed with the O’Slatterys. 
The days when O’Slattery 
heaved coal are forgotten by 
that ambitious family ; and if 
any one should s6 far for- 
get himself as to relate any 
reminiscence of their former 
tenement-house existence, it 
would be the signal for a 
total severance of such a one’s 
acquaintance for the future. 

The pater O’Slattery abdi- 
cated coal-heaving in favor of 
politics ; hence the change. 

They now inhabit a brown- 
stone front in one of the up- 





PROPERTY-HOLDER—“‘ Hey, wake up here ! I think there’s a burglar in my house.” 


And the mater 





COOL AND COLLECTED. 


Sa nN 


Is seen no more in sunny places. 


The thistle’s royal crown. Alas, 
> . Like other royal crowns—too fleeting ! 


/ 


ne y i } But still, above the yellowing grass ~ 
i Your gentle grace my gaze is meeting 
. / 


Oh, thistle down, dear thistle down ! 
How calm the soft September weather 
Shone o’er the meadows, smooth and brown, 
Where I and Sybil walked together. 


And oh, the hand that clung to mine, 
‘The dimpled fingers, white and slender, 
The dreamy smile, the eyes divine, 
‘The answering voice so low and tender. 


Oh, thistle down, pale thistle down ! 
Ghosts of a joy'forever ended, 
Will balm of time love’s sorrow drown, 
Or broken dream be brightly mended ? 
Ah, no; as soon recall again 
Your own fair, widely wafted treasure, 
As gather back, through days of pain, 
My longing heart’s lost thrills of pleasure. 


What's this? Hurrah, old thistle down ! 
Float where you please, your sermon’s over; 
A letter—yes—she’s back in town 
And thinking of her own true lover. 
“*Dear Jack, I’m here at last all right,” 
So runs the darling’s slanting scribble. 
“*Shall look for you to-morrow night, 
Be sure to come—yours always—Sybil.” 
MADELINE S. BRYDGES. 





—_ 
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town side streets.. Mr. O’Slattery being in the “political army,” 
as he tells his friends, cannot with impunity discard his quondam 
associates, who, however disagreeable they may be to his 
patrician spirit at New Year’s, yet are extremely useful to him 
on and about election time. 

The mater O'Slattery is a changed female; her former genial 
manner has given way to a queenly dignity which her elevated 
position demands; an iceberg is warmth itself compared to 


Mrs. O’S. when she meets a 
neighbor of tenement house 
memory. 

The five O’Slattery daugh- 
ters have undergone a corre- 
sponding change; they still 
talk slang, but in a truly 
aristocratic manner; they no 
longer waltz to the music of 
the vulgar accordion, but glide 
to the banging of a piano. 

The above is intended as a 
prologue to what follows. 

According to American cus- 
tom, the O’Slatterys received 
on New Year’s day. The 
mater and her five daughters 
prepared for the ordeal; and 
as the three eldest daughters 
have long since passed the 
rubicon of girlish virginity, 
it was not without reason that 
their fond parents hinted that 
a son-in-law would be a 
desirable acquisition. Each 
desirable young man appeared 
well enough pleased with the 
daughters, but the sententious 
and Jumbo - proportioned 
prospective mother-in-law was 
too much for their moral 


WEARY OFFICER—‘‘ Well, you've got gall, to wake a man out of a sound sleepto COUTAage. After being request- 


tell him what you think.” 


ed to “take something,” the 








eligible young man was sur- 
rounded by five palpitating 
females, who cut off his re- 
treat until a substitute came. 
Matters progressed smoothly 
all day until evening, when a 
few neighbors of unsavory 
tenement memory called. 
They were honest, simple- 
minded men, and for their 
especial delectation, whilst 
the daughters were trying to 
mash an eligible young man, 
Mrs. O’Slattery condescend- 
ingly detailed the number of 
callers of quality that had 
called. 

“There wuz sivin risin’ 
young loyars [Mrs. O’S. 
prided herself on this, which 
she formerly called liars}, 
six aldermin, two sinators, 
and the clargy: the clargy 
niver forgit us aris-to-cracy.’ 

“Shure, Mrs. O’Slattery, 
do ye enjoy yourself as much 
as the time when me and you 
lived on the same flure in 
McCoy’s tenement?” inquired 
Mike Duffy, one of the ple- 
bian callers. 

“Why shouldn't I, Mister 
Duffy; me husband is risin’ 
in the world, and if the Dim- 
ocrats continue their success, 
he says he will move to Fifth 
avenoo after the next elic- 
tion,” retorted Mrs. O'S. 

“Ye have got much fatter 
since ye quit walking up and 


FUNNY THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


THE GREEDY TIGER AND THE SPIRAL SPRING. 
A legend of the Indies. 
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A REASON TO BE, IF TRUE. 


SHe—*‘ | wonder what makes Professor Schmidt so silent this evening again ?” 
HE—‘‘ I s’pose he’s got one of his usual ‘stills’ on.” 









down six flights of stairs,” 
continued the simple Duffy. 

“Yes. My averagedupoy 
has increased somewhat,” 
said Mrs. O’S., grandly, while 
her face got very red. 

At this, the daughters com- 
menced to cough violently, 
and the young man smiled. 

The irrepressible Duffy 
continued : “ Do ye remimber 
this New Year's: night five 
years. Mary Ann over there 
was about twenty-two thin. 
She and my Jamsey are the 
same age; we were all prutt) 
full that night, and you re- 
mimber the landlady came 
up to know if you were going 
to stop the noise, or else pay 
the three months’ rint you 
owed. I'll never forgit the 
longest day I live how ye 
flew at her; ye wern’t quite 
so fat thin, and it was a tough 
fight, for ye know the landlady 
was sober. Mary Ann she 
flew at Doolan, who was try- 
ing to siparate yees and” 

Mary Ann was here seized 
with what she afterwards 
termed a historical fit; the 
young man on whom she had 
just made a favorable im- 
pression ran out, and the 
room was quickly cleared. 

Hereafter when any one 
calls on the O’Slatterys, they 
must first send in a card for 
inspection before admittance. 




















CONFESSIONS OF A DUDE. 


It’s such a pity, you knaw, to be bawn 
with a mind. It’s weally such a stwuggle 
to get entiawly wid of it, don'tchewknaw. 

That weal, genuine, don’t-caaw-faw- 
anything expwession is so doosid hawd to 
maintain when a fellaw’s got a mind on 
his hands to get wid of. Why, theaw aw 
times when me bwain gwows blawsted 
weawy twying not to act, you knaw. 

Fact. You see I wasr’t bwought up 
cowect. Me pawents couldn’t wealize the 
amazing hold I was going to have upon 
sassiety as the leading dude in the deaw 
foah hundred, and they actually began to 
edecate me. Fawncy! sent me to school, 
‘pon honaw. Oh, it was dweadful! All 
the time, you knaw, me inbawn, awisto- 
cwatic vacuity webelled, and finally me 
wesolution bwoke the cruel bonds and I 
said, “ Now, weally, you knaw, I won't.” 

But the tewwible mischief had been done. 
The feawful impetus given to me youthful 
bwain has nevaw yet been ovawcome, and 
the amount of activity I had to exawcise in standing by me 
wesolutions has always sawt of haunted me, and made me 
lack that complete wepose of mannaw me soul so longs faw. 

Its such a dweadful boaw to feel intewested in things, 
don’tchewknaw. They say me mothaw was an awfully in- 
tewesting woman, and I suppose I inhewitit. It’s such a pity 
to inhewit anything so biawsted active as an intewest, you sec. 

I'v done vewy well faw a yeaw, though; I weally don’t 
think I’ve avawaged moaw than one idea a day ; but that’s 
awful tiawsome when it comes, and I feel so exhausted 
when it goes—and then I wowwy so, faw I know I'll have 
anothaw to-mowaw, you see. 

I wondaw if opium wouldn’t do it up faw good. I weally 
think cigawettes have helped mec. I'll ask me fellaw how 
many I smoke a day now, and if he thinks I could manage 
any moaw. If not, I weally think I'll have to twy opium. 
I’m so tiawed of that idea, don’tchewknaw. 
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A SETTLED QUESTION. 


‘TEACHER—‘‘ What kims aftah D?” 
PETEY Griccs—“‘ J.” 
TEACHER—‘‘ Nex’ !” 

PARAFINE ALLISON—“‘ E.” 
TEACHER—“‘ Da’s right.” 


PETEY GriGGs—‘‘I wuz always a wonderin’ whedder dat gal’s head wuz brains 


‘er watahfall. 


hh 


Now I knows hit’s brains. 





HAL 
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AT THE HUNT BALL. 


Miss CropsrEy—‘‘I| understand that Mr. Blennerhasset over there is one of your hardest riders.” 


Mr. BuRKE—‘“‘ Ile ought to be, anyway. 





He fell off so many times to-day I should think he’d be actually calloused.”’ 


















































































fhome. As he passed through the horse-car, in 
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REM. 





Yes, he was a sweet and mellow, free-and-easy sort of fellow ; 
‘Though you'd tease him and displease him, that you could not help but 
seeing, 
And his ev'ry whim and passion were cut after such a fashion, 
He'd ne’r harm a guileless farmer, or the most angelic being. 
He was such a tender mortal that I’m sure the golden portal 
‘To eternal joy supernal would stand open at his winking ; 
For his eyes shed pails of water at a mere mosquito slaughter, 
And he'd cry as if he’d die as he would watch a fly a-sinking. 





So he went out—sad the story—in a blaze of dazzling glory, ; : 
Leaving marks and radiant sparks, and phosphorescent trails behind him, 
And where angels, sweet and tender, in a pale and pink-like splendor, 
Gay cavorting and disporting, rule, I am sure that you will find him. 
And the doctors all-discerning, with display of deepest learning, 
Neither keeping, no, nor steeping such a perfect form in clover, 
Hacked it daintily and clearly, in a hundred pieces nearly, 
And then said that he was dead because his softness spread all over. 





BREAKUP’S 
EXPERIENCE WITH 
CHEESE. 


If there is anything 
edible that Mrs. Break- 
up was fond of, it was 
cheese; and this came 
vividly to Mr. Breakup's 
mind last week as he 
saw a sign, “Cheese of 
all kinds,” in a store on 
the Bowery, on his way 
home. He entered and 
asked the rubicund-vis- 
aged German behind the 
counter, what kind of 
cheese he had on hand. 















“Oh, that ’ere’s all right. You jist get some 
benzine Fi 
But Breakup didn’t wait to hear. He began to 
surmise there was something wrong, and he 
quitted the car. He made diligent search, and 
finally struck the cheese in his pocket. He took 





| it out. One good, square sniff was plenty. Out 


in the street went his Limburger cheese. At the 
supper-table Mrs. Breakup suddenly began 
snuffing and sniffing 

“Ventilation must be bad,” she said. 

Breakup said nothing, but groaned inwardly 
when he thought that the perfume still lingered 
around his clothing. When he returned home 
next day he noticed a new folding-chair in the 
dining-room, and asked where it came from. 

“Oh,” said Mrs. Breakup, “I exchanged it for 
yourcoat. By the bye, Breakup, have you been 
in the country lately ?” 

“No!” snapped Breakup. ‘“ Why ?” 

“ Well, you must have been round where there 
was a skunk, for that coat—paugh !” 

Mr. Breakup looked at 
the chair savagely. It 
was worth about $1; his 
coat cost $25; and he in- 
wardly cast anathemas 
_——~ against cheese of all 
kinds. He lets his wife 


—=;,_ buy cheese now. 
, 7 Ww. 2. G. 
- 
rine 
Edy THE BUSY BOY. 


anf: 2% How doth the little busy boy 
; € \ Improve each shining hour, 
By turning out the pepper-box, 
Then filling it with flour. 


With cheerful haste he runs 


eee 12 OS 





v ez along, 

“se ” ae = NY! Spake scuosti fe r For school begins at nine; 
Skeeses, exclaimed the 1 \h Bayt \ Ht GT ¥. eis Then meets the boys behind the 

storekeeper, “so help me Mlle EE ie yd St uadgaltal | barn 

Moses, efery kind dot - G fhe - wife iy Vi Nee —,- With rod and fishing-line. 

you don’t dink of yet.” af baitia/;: wp la ppd st 5 2 

So after a while Mr. > Ht |) i" at i In perseverance he excels, 

Breakup purchased a ae li,’ a. et = ~ ge 

pe AB gery grees atl ota ty ith spectacles upon his nose 

small piece of L zg \ Sl fi Wi. E:. He gives the cat a pill. 

er. Not that he intended UY, NG? 

to make Mrs. Breakup ’ 7 | Oh, busy boy, thy faults we see, 

think he was bringing | patent cheesey ahh 

home a bottle of Jockey OVERHEARD AT TUXEDO. That we were just the same. 

Club, for he was not ; a ala ; _ 

aware of the rich aroma Mrs. RocHETTE—‘‘ What is that peculiar noise ? 


of Limburger. He was 
attracted solely by the 
name. So after he had purchased the cheese, he 
placed it in his coat-tail pocket, and started for 


always yells in that way when he gets excited.” 


order to get a seat up front, he noticed a general 
uplifting of noses, but he thought nothing of it. 
By and by his olfactories were offended by a 
tremendous disagreeable odor, and he called to 
the conductor, 

“Open the window,” he said. 

The conductor looked sharply at Mr. Breakup, 
and muttered something to himself, at the same 
time giving his nose a vigorous blowing. Pres- 
ently a countryman and his wife got into the 
car, and sat opposite Mr. Breakup. They hadn’t 
been in the car three minutes before the old 
lady whispered, loud enough for all to hear: 

“TI say, Josh, there’s rotten eggs in this ere 
kear.”” Then she looked at Mr. Breakup. So 
did all the other passengers, and Breakup began 
to feel uncomfortable. 

* No, it ’tain’t,” responded Josh, confidentially; 
“it’s a skunk. Have ’em in the city?” said he, 
winking knowingly at Breakup. “Last fall I 
kicked one, an’ I had to bury my clothes. I'll tell 
you what'll take it away.” 

“Take what away?” inquired the amazed 
Breakup. 

“Why, you know what I mean—skunk! Ha! 

“What do I know about skunks?” . exclaimed Goass-” Wea ak waned aie 
the indignant Mr. Breakup. outside till the ‘ Storm’ is over.” 





Miss DRISSLER—‘“‘ It must be that Mr. Auchmunter of Philadelphia playing tennis again. He 





Table-sauce—a break- 


fast quarrel. 











A NEW DEPARTURE IN SOCIETY. 
ha! ha!” Guest—‘‘ Can’t we compromise this matter ?” 


your daughter is going to give us. You stay here. I will go 
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DIVULGED. 


CORLDWELL—“‘ There goes young Montgomery. 
headed fellows in the city.” 

GorRDON— “‘ Blamed if he looks it, does he ?” 

CORLDWELL—“‘ Just wait till he bows to that lady.” 


IIe’s one of the most :evel- 


A patent medicine testimonial reads: ‘‘ My husband has taken 
your Blood Explorer for a deranged liver, and it has done for 
him what twelve doctors failed to do.” Investigation showed 
that the patient had been dead two weeks when the “testimonial” 
was written, and the twelve doctors are frauds. They don’t 
understand their business, or else have a spite against the under- 
takers of the town. Anyhow, they should forfeit their diplomas, 
and embark in some other business—sawing wood, for in- 
stance. 


A SUDDEN SHRINKAGE OF COURAGE. 


BURGLAR (unexpectedly making his appearance)—‘‘ Was you lookin’ fer anyone 
in partic’lar ?” 

Popkin—‘‘ No; oh, no, thank you! 
out.” 








Only please shut the door when you go 


THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


IN THE STYLE. 





PROPRIETOR— “‘ So you're the young fellow that robs my orchard ?” 
INNOCENCE—“‘ I ain’t been a-robbin’ no one.” 

PROPRIETOR—‘‘ What makes your pockets bulge so ?” 
INNOCENCE—“‘ It’s the way the pants is cut.” 


“What are you looking for, pa?’ 


answered. 


““Oh, pshaw ; I used it yesterday to make 


of an antique guitar to hang on the parlor wall.” 


A scientific paper asks: ‘ Why is the sky blue ?” 
several reasons. 
forgotten the others. 


One is, because it is not brown. 
Blue suits us very well, anyhow. 





A POORLY PREPARED SPECIMEN. 


“My old bootjack,” he 


the back 


There are 


We have 


ApPLlicant—(¢aking off his coat)—‘‘1 wants d’ situation ob tattooed man.” 
MANAGER—“‘I don’t see any tattoo marks on you.” 
AprlicANt—“‘ Dar! I knowed dey'd be trouble when dat iggerant coon went 
en pricked me all full ’r brack ink.” 
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FUNNY THINGS FROM JUDGE. 
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LOTS OF GAUL. 
Miss OGLETHORPE—“‘ Pardon me, Mr. Hagglewroth, but you seem a trifle distrait,” 
Mr. HAGGLEWROTH (uncom fortably)—‘* I was just looking in my ‘ World’s Compendium of Etiquette’ to see what to reppytee when you overhear a lady 


call you a ‘ parvynoo.’” 


THE SQUIRE’S BOY. 


The village was moved to its very centre. 
Representatives” assembled and discussed but one topic. ’Squire 
Tompkins’ boy Josh was going to “York” to become a banker, 


It was a proud day for Straw- 
ville, and the inhabitants felt 
their importance. 

At the last session, the "Squire 
had poured forth his accustomed 
eloquence, and he felt that his 
son should now be able to enter 
that great city, which he himself 
had beheld only by mental vis- 
ion, fully prepared to encounter 
and overcome each and every 
temptation, and to avoid being 
“roped in” by the wicked 
denizens of that most wicked 
“Gotham.” 

Josh had read the papers about 
once a month, and had listened 


with open mouth to many a tale: 


of fraud and deception which 
bold, bad men had perpetrated 
upon unsuspecting millionaires 
and bankers’ clerks, etc., and “it 
must be a smart villain, indeed,” 
thought he, who could pull the 
pecuniary wool over his eyes. 

The wished-for opportunity 
came at last. Josh was left in 
charge of an office in this city. 
As he pulled down his double- 
breasted, three-button vest and 
ran his hand through his carroty 
hair, he longed for the entrance 
of the daring swindler. 

Josh’s first visitor was a small, 
timid sort of personage, with a 
bald head, gold eye-glasses, etc., 
who approached cautiously, and 
in a low voice requested to have 
a check cashed. 

Josh “sized him up” in a mo- 
ment. 








The “Senate and young feller. 





IN DEFENCE OF HIS LOCALITY. 


MR. GENESEE (making his maiden speech in the legislature)—‘' You may 
think, gentlemen, that my constituents are what you are pleased here in Albany 
to term ‘hayseeds,’ but I want you to understand that you can’t fool us—not 
by a colossal majority !” 


‘“‘Here now! no, you don’t; you can’t play any games on me, 
Get out of here lively now, or I'll hand you over !” 

The old gentleman paused, hesitated, and attempted to 
explain, but Josh was inexorable. He relented so far, however, as 


to allow the gentleman to leave 
a note for the firm, and then 
leaned back and congratulated 
himself on his shrewdness. 

The next visitor was a large, 
imposing personage, who, in a 
voice that rang through the 
office, demanded attendance. 

“T came after that bundle of 
bank-notes; there it is just inside 
the safe there !” 

“All right,” said Josh, hand- 
ing out the package ; ‘‘just give 
me a receipt, will you ?” 

The visitor complied and took 
his departure. 

The entrance of the senior 
partner put a stop to Josh’s 
transactions, and with a proud 
step the latter approached the 
desk to make a report. 

“ Anybody been in ?” 

“Yes, sir; Mr. Skinner called 
for that bundle of bank-notes. 
Here is the receipt. An old fel- 
low tried to get me to cash a 
check, but I was too smart for 
him; I knew he was no good. 
He said his name was Hatch, 
but I told him he couldn’t Hatch 
anything out of me. Ha! ha! 
ha!” 

Josh is now making change be- 
hind the counter of the ’Squire’s 
store, and as he examines the 
one-dollar bank-notes and rings 
the trade-dollars on the counter, 
the oldest inhabitant remarks 
with a sigh: “ There ain’t no use 
talking, a person does get bright- 
ened up wonderful in York.” 








LOVE BY TELEPHONE. 


Hullo, Central! Forty-nine ? 
Yes, forty-nine ; that’s what I said. 
Wait a minute? Waited now 
*Bout an hour. Wire dead ? 
Well, wake her up! 


Now I've got it: ’s that you Kate? 
Blame th’ aggravating thing, 


It’s enough to make one sick ! 
Give me forty-nine! 



















There, I've got it! Tell me dear, 
Will you always trust your Ned ? 
Will you always—b-r-r-r-r-r-r ! 
This is dound to kill me dead— 
Shut the current off!!! 








IT WAS TOO MUCH. 


“IT am sorry we 
cannot accommo- | 
date you, sir,” re- 
marked the young 
divinity - student - 
waiter to the sum- 
mer-hotel boarder; 
“but you remind 
me of the people of 
Jerusalem.”’ 

“Why so?” in- 
quired the hungry 
summer boarder. 

“Because you 
keep saying, ‘ Peas, 
peas, when there is 
no peas.’” 

And then the por- 
ter was called in to 
carry the fainting 
guest out into the 
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fresh air. HEARTLESS. 


Miss OPHIR AMMAN—“‘ Do they play tennis in India, Colonel ?” 
CoL. HAwson—“‘ Yaas ; but it isn’t popular. During the last game I was in, a tiger jumped out of the 





An old sea cap- jungle and carried off one of the players.” 


tain whose schooner Miss OpHiR AMMAN—“* Was the poor fellow leading, or behind on the game ?” 


had been pretty 

well knocked about by the recent gales, was pious 
enough to attend church and give thanks for his 
deliverance. One text that he heard there raised 
his ire, however. -“‘ Humph,” he growled. “‘ Those 
who go down to the sea in ships see the works of 
the Lord and his wonders on the deep.’ Very 
likely they do; but those who go down in schoon- 
ers see h—l.” 


It is rather better on the whole to make a pursuit 
of law than to let the law make a pursuit of you. 


GEMS FROM THE ANCIENTS. 
ALFRED AND THE DUMPLING. 


Alfred of England while traveling 
stopped at a boarding-house and 
saw a dumpling on the table. Se- 
curing a cold chisel and a hammer, 
he was about to open it and see 
how the apples got inside of it. 

“ Hold thy hand,” said a courtier, 
“else if thou devour it thou wilt 
have more vexation as to how it 
came. inside thee than as to the 
mystery of the apples.” 

“ Ha, sayest thou?” said the king. 
“Of a truth I perceive that my 
lieges need ribs of iron as well as 
hearts of oak, for here I see the 
difference between boarding-house digestion and 








FUNNY THINGS FROM JUDGE. 








How’s my little—click, click, click—_| 
































THOSE COUNTER LUNCHES. 


YounG SLIMLEY—‘‘ Waitah, will you be kind enough to put a spoonful of my 


oyster stew in my mouth? I’ve been here half an hour, and the smell is all I’ve 


_ A shoemaker’s epitaph—True to the last. 
in knead. A lawyer’s—Calmly he lies. 








TROUBLE AT THE MILITARY 


INSTRUCTOR—‘‘ What’s wrong in the front rank ?” 


Giese ° ‘ . ‘ ‘ PRIVATE PHipps—** Please, sir, Private Simmons 's went an’ put a peanut in his breech-loader 
indigestion.— Vide Green's History for Smaller Minds. nm place of a blank cartridge, an’ he can’t get it out.” ee 





A baker’s—A friend 
A fireman’s—He dread- 


ed not the fire. A 
plumber’s — Faith- 
ful to his charge. 





HE, 
I'm monarch of all I 
survey ; 
My right there’s none to 
dispute ! 
SHE, 
And this is the home you 
have made, 
While you treat your wife 
like a brute. 





‘De lays are dan- 
gerous,” remarked 
the colored orator, 
as the bad eggs be- 
gan to fly; and then 
he retired from the 
platform. 





Wail of the Boston 
Lass—“ Of all sad 
words of tongue or 
pen, the saddest 
are ‘it might have 
bean.’” 


SCHOOL, 
















FUNNY THINGS FROM JUDGE. 





SENSITIVE. 


‘* He's a beautiful dog, Miss Tuxedo ; but what is the matter with his” 
‘*S-sh ! (in a delicate whisper) he got run over by a coupé, but we never speak of it, don’t you know—the poor fellow is so sensitive.” 





“How are you this morning, John?’ said Summerbreeze to No matter how pugnacious a man may be, he permits the 
his hired man, who had been suffering with the malaria,and who _ haberdasher to collar and cuff him with impunity. 
hadn't been paid for the last month’s work. ‘ Not much better, 
sir,” said John, and then, as he laid his hand on his pants’ pocket, “ Awl’s well that ends swell,” remarked the shoemaker, as he 
where his wallet usually lay, he said again, ‘“‘ Not much better, punctured a boil with one of his tools. 
sir; there don’t seem to be any change.” — ———_—_— 

ee In some countries the fig is regarded as emblematical of 

Words fail to express the grief of the poor artist who, having intemperance, because of its seediness. 
received a medal for the excellence of his picture exhibited at : — 











the academy, was unable to buy or borrow a coat to stick it on. “Pa, what is a fool?” 
“A fool, my son, is a man who tickles the hind leg of a mule.” 
A fact to be remembered : the sins of the stock-broker are of “ Does he ever find it out, pa?” 
commission—not omission. “No, my son; he never has time.” 
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A CHECK ON HUMOR. 


VERY FuNNY BRoKER—‘‘I haven't smashed a hat for a week. Think I'd McCorp (after the blow falls)—‘‘ That's what I call my fool-killer, 
better take a crack at that new one of McCord’s,” Tommy.” 
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rise at that time. 
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WHY THE NEIGHBOR LEFT. 


| 
Vl a 


- 





MISTRESS (/0 new servant)—** Bridget, I have set this 
alarm-clock to strike at four in the morning, and mind you 
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BripGEt (lowering clock down chimney of next house)— 
‘*Shure, an’ Oi won't be waked at four by no al-larrum- 
clock. Oi’m no urly burrud !” 












house to-morrow !” 





OLD JONES (the next door neighbor at 4 a.m.)—‘* That 
clock hasn’t been wound up since my wife died, twenty 
years ago, and there it’s been striking for nearly two min- 
utes. Something awful is going to occur. I'll leave this 


FUNNY THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


THREE WINDOWS AND THE 


SIDEWALK. 











Window No. 1. 
‘* Guess I'll test my new fire escape.” 
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Window No, 2. 
** Wonder what everybody’s looking up 
here for?” 
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Window No. 3 
** Dey moost be a fire dis block on !” 





IN THREE ACTS. 


1 2S a 





















Act TIT. 
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CON. LAFFERTY’S COON. “Well, it wint on this way till the loikes of the racket over- 
rayched me capacity for music, an’ makin’ up me moind that Oi’d 
ON. LAFFERTY, soide wid the coon ef wurst came to wurst, Oi comminced to 
[s°9 after furnishing rickyonoyther ’round, intint on warnin’ any coon that Oi’d see 
refreshment to a goin’ in the diriction of the fracas. Oi d no more than rayched 
party of huntsmen beyant the flare of the torches, an’ jist fhere there was loight 
who had halted at Cmough to see at all at all, whin Oi lit me oyes on a dark 
his Virginia cabin, complicted, shtunted little baste sort of humpin’ along like a 
began : “ Befoore O’id moonkey wid de loombager. Seein’ the gintleman was makin 
heen in this section ‘or the ragion of the disturbance Oi planted mesilf behind ‘im 
long enough to aiven an’ danger an’ sez Oi ‘Shoo! ts ae 
shape the dishtiny of “Shmall respict he paid me, so he didn t, an wid that I com- 
the proimaries, Oi was minced to move to’rd im, a shtompin’ me fate an’ whippin’ the 
invoited—be the nay- air wid me arrums, an’ sure enough he comminced to retrate, 
gers, moind ye — to tho’ it wasn’t himsilf that was contint to do it, so it wasn’t. He 
attend waa of their “* a-backin’ and a-backin’ the whoilst mesilf was shooin’ ’im 
riggylation _ persecu- all the toime, an’ shmall season it was before Oi had ’im cornered, 
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tioas of the coon wid his back agin a monster tree an’ the ruts roisin’ up an’ 
“Not knowin’ acoon from f0Wldin’ ’im in loike. 
an artychoke, but belavin it’d “Oi cudn’t see his faychures, moind ye, but Oi knew be the 
b 


puppylate me wid the party, exprision of his fate, that were thumpin’ the ground, that it 
Oi wint. Oi’m towld, sor, wasn't a continted countenance he had on ’im, but sez Oi, It’s 
sence the aivint, that a man mesilf that s_shtarted to riscue ‘im from the naygurs, an’ sure 
must hev a gift in that direc- Oi'll loiy on ’im as the safest manes of doin it,’ sez Oi. Wid that 
tion to inj’y a coon hunt, an’ Oi advanced on ’im cautiously, little dhramin’ he’d be ongintle- 
Oi belave, besoides, that no gintlemin can manly, the shpalpane. Purty soon me nose was offinded, so to 
rilish the acquaintance of the little bayste Te ee 

that furnishes the intertainment widout he == = “Sus Ba 

has med a diognoses of the different koinds eae § wz 
of craychures that raysimble him, but have | 
their own c’ratheristics all the same. 

“It was at noight the entertainment tuk place, so it was, an’ 
as we shtarted out, Oi tuk a cinsus of the dogs and naygurs, an’ 
sez Oi to mesilf, sez Oi, ‘Ef the diminsions of the coon is in kapin’ 
wid the soize of the army of subjygation, it’ll nade no mikyscope 
to foind him, so it won’t;’ an’ wid that Oi catechoised wan of 
the party, an’ he towlt me it wasn’t the soize of the game that 
that was terryfoyin’, but the spoonk an’ divil that was in ’im, 

“Purty soon the dogs tuk to barkin’ an’ goin’ on as ef they 
had the St. Voytus ager, an’ as for the naygurs, they bate the 
dogs at their doidoes an’ hullyballo, an’ the further we wint the 
more power they turruned on, an’ Says Oi—seein’ they had 
nayther guns nor pistols—‘ They’ re goin’ to schare the baste to 
dith, so they are.” Immajitly they concinthrated their whoops 
and shrakes in the region of a large goom tree, an’ ef ye’d sane 
the pack of ’em shtritchin’ their nicks back’ards an’ gapin their 
mouths till it’d make a hippypotymus mortifoied, ye’d hev 
wonderther’d, as Oi did, fhat koind of fruit was growin’ there 
t’ ixcoite their anxoiety. Sez Oi to mesilf, sez Oi, ‘Ef it’s a goom 
tree sure enough, an’ there’s plenty of goom on it, ef the coon 
doesn’t accumylate ingrajients an’ shtoifle the wide-mouthed 
gintry, he’s turnin’ his back on a goulden mo Nata 
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BR AX CorDLEY—‘‘ What a chawming symphony in corn-color, Egbert !”” 





ST" 
UPR «Git, 1! iz DrysDALE—“‘ Ya-as; it’s that Miss Honatong, from the hotel ; she 
* RR Rs ! always dresses that way, but I wouldn’t go near her.” 
X fi”. ' CorDLEY—‘‘ Why not ?” 
>) lh ' DrysDALE—“‘ Yellow fevah, dear boy ; yellow fevah !” 
. 7 we 


spake, an’ thin be the fumes of Hades! ef the atmosphere 
_ didn’t completely mortify all to once, an’ set the shmellin’ 
apparatus to achin’ wid embarrassment, ye can varnish me 
wid assyfedity. ‘Begorra,’ sez Oi, ‘but the nose is a com- 
plate infirmity in such a cloimate!’ an’ wid this Oi tuk to 
consultin’ me nostrils an’ wondtherin’ phat sort of woild 
flower it was that had suddintly opened the sayson. But 
the more Oi’d lave me nose to sample the issince, the more 
plazed Oi was to resoign the invistigation. Howandiver, 
sez Oi, ‘Oi'll save the coon, so I will, an’ he’ll not have it 
to say agin Con. that ye lift him in any sich wither as this 
to catch the malaria,’ an howldin’ me nose Oi pushed to 
the rescue. 

‘““Mebbe Oi was widin a fut of the little baste whin, 
murdtherin’ muskrats! me nose just guv way complately 
at the imphatic bookay that struck it. ‘Moy, moy?’ sez 
. Oi, fis it to be consaved that a coon’d have sich shmall 
respect for ’imself as to neglict his brith to that extint?’ 
an’ as Oi shtopped to reflict on the conundthrum, the coon 
doh) guv a jump beyant me, an’,’pon me loife, sor, Oi was puth- 
IRRETRIEVABLE RUIN. refoied wid the remimbrance he lift egg * Axcuse 

“naciav.c.** tiie atthe ( Watet aa?” me!’ Sez Oi to the landscape, an’ wid t at Oi run loike a 
a cen vee potas d’ hull system out’n dat scales. Dat’s whad’s <i’ dog cilebratin his own tin weddin , an the fashter Oi wint 
mattah, yo’ ole el’funt.” the louder the parfumery asserted itself. 
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“The braze that Oi’d shtirred up as I 
schampered along samed offinded at me 
inthrusion, an’ whin Oi kem to the naygurs, 
may the bald hid of me grow cauliflowers 
ef the entire congregation didn’t give a 
shniff an’ floy away as if they were troyin 
to catch the last thrain for salvation. An’, 
sor, as Oi guv purshoot, an’ joggled fursht 
this naygur an’ thin that, a-holdin’ me nose 
an’ condimmin’ the arymatics all the toime, 
the intoire excursion train tuk the fashion 
an’ consaled his nose wid ivery part of his 
fisht there was to appropriate to the occa- 
sion. Oi jumped intil the fursht brook Oi 
shtrick, an’, after pizenin’ the same, lift me 
wardthrobe fhere it’d fumygate, an’ shnak- 
ed intil me cabin in the did o’ night. 

“Tt was noigh a year before Oi recovered 
from the flavor of that axpayrince, an’ it 
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** Why we laugh.” 





A NEWPORT SOCKDOLAGER. 





JUDGE. 





was many a day afther that, so it was, that 
me woife an’ childther cud shpoy mea mile 
off be the bookay that was a long toime a 
conspickyous part of me personal property. 
They towlt me aftherwards that the coon 
Oi sympathoized wid was a shkoonk, an’ 
while Oi’'ll consade that sich is a betther 
name for a bayste wid sich imprissive 
c’ractheristics, Oi’ll not thrust mesilf ona 
coon-hunt agin for fear that ivery coon has 
the janius for makin’ a shkoonk of ’imself 
ef it shuits his convaynience to be dish- 
gusted wid his surroundin’s.” 


WADE WHIPPLE, 


Pleasanter by far: To pay your addresses 
than your debts. 


Rejected article: A man throwing his 
wife out of doors. 
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BERRYMAN—“ The first time I saw her I thought she was the most ravishingly beautiful creature I ever sat eyes on. Just wait till she comes by.” 


Lorp Duncastor—‘‘I say, me boy, you know what I’m over heah for. 
WaInrRITE—“‘ Why, hang it, man! we were talking about De Kane’s bay filly. 





Cause— Monday. 


“This boy is rather large 
to travel on a half-ticket,” said 
the railroad conductor to an 
economic mother of a family. 
“Yes, possibly so, just at this 
moment,” she replied; “but 
he was much smaller when I 
purchased the ticket. 





An ingenious individual ad- 
vertised that for $1 he would 
give a sure receipt to keep 
paste from freezing in the 
coldest weather. A number 
of enterprising bill - posters 
answered the advertisement, 
sending the necessary amount 
of money, and in return got 
the receipt: “‘ Keep it on a hot 
stove, you blarsted fool.” 





A newspaper in Japan is 
over goo years old. Its pro- 
jector is dead, and its present 
proprietor says that if some 
of the original subscribers 
don’t pay up pretty soon, he’ll 
cross their names off his sub- 
scription books, 





Intwoduce me, won’t you ?” 
You can’t very well marry a horse.” 





Effect—Tuesday. 
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KEEPING UP APPEARANCES. 


Kilkillen has done well on the last contract, and is blowing Mrs. Kilkillen off 

for some jewelry. KILKILLEN (spasmodically)—‘‘ Fer the love o’ Hiven, Beezy, don’ mix th’ 
Mrs. KILKILLEN (40 salesman)—‘‘ Yure sure thot th’—er—ah, diamints do be __brogues! Lave the feller t’ink we’re Irish, ’r English, wan or the other.” 

rale products av th’ Bhrazilian mines, don’chenose ?” 








THE LAWS OF ELASTICITY. 


RAspy MIKE, THE TRAMP (as the club flies over the City Hall)—‘* Dem shoes 


OFFICER GROGAN—‘‘ Wait’ll yez see me knock th’ soles aff him !”’ — : » 
’ is made of car-spring rubber, Mr. Cop. 








A BROKEN-UP TRYST. 


Miss Cotey—‘' Ef my ole fahder knowed yo’ wuz co'tin' me, Gawge Simson, ‘‘ Fo’ massy’s saik, pop, doan’ kick um ‘gen! Yo'll hab murdah on yo’, 
1 doan’ fink whad he'd laike it.” suah !” 
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THE FATE OF THE COMIC 
SINGER. 


The comic singer was short 
and fat, and. his full-moon 
countenance shone like the 
nickel-plated road. His hair 
was arranged with mucilage, 
and his waxed mustache was 
freshly painted every even- 
ing. He wore a cluster dia- 
mond pin as large as those 
which the Count of Monte 
Cristo distributed among his 
friends, and this was display- 
ed on a shirt front which had 
all the advantages of a two- 
buttoned vest. He claimed 
to be the most comical of 
comic singers, and was daily 
advertised as such. It may 
be truthfully said that he was 
yearly advertised as such. 
His songs were enlivened by 
the opening and closing of 
an opera hat and by smiting 
himself upon his breast with 
this remarkable hat. 

Although he claimed to be 
the most comical of comic 
singers, and nightly made his 
appearance on the stage in 
the attitude of a man giving 
vent to his feelings in song, 
no one ever heard him sing. It 
may surprise those who never 
saw the great man referred to 


when informed that no one ever heard him sing, but no one who 
ever saw him will question my veracity. 

A few evenings ago a large party of visiting statesmen voted 
that they would attend the theatre in which the most comical of 
comic singers was advertised to appear. 
declaring in a loud and boisterous 
manner that the star of the evening could not sing. Naturally, 
wagers were at once made, the New Yorker giving odds in backing 
The party, including the New Yorker, went to the 


interposed objections, 


his opinion. 


theatre, and secured seats in the rows near the stage. 
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most comical of comic singers 
made his appearance, he was 


= greeted with the usual hearty 


applause, and the gods in the 
gallery whistled until the 
police officer with a rattan 
rapped them to order. 

Then the leader of the 
orchestra raised his bow, and 


> the band fiercely played, “Oh, 


George, Don’t Make Yourself 
Ridiculous.” At the same 


| time the gash below the great 


man’s nose parted, and he 
smiled like a pugilist knock- 
ed out of time. Just as he 
seemed fully under way, the 
band ceased to play, and it 
was discovered that the most 


=. comical of all comic singers 








_* {iad . i! i 
A BALD INSULT. 


Mr. BAIRD—‘‘ You have treated me with contempt, and our engagement is at an 
end. Permit me to wish you a very good evening.” 
Miss Crisp—‘‘ Wait a moment. Lizette, run up in my dressing-case drawer and 


get that lock of Mr. Baird’s hair. He may need it for his next fiancée. 


made hurried inquiries. 
A certain New Yorker 


can’t sing a note.” 


When the 
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INDIGNATION. 


McGurpy (explaining the congress of nations and losing his place)— 
“* This, ladies and gentlemen, is Sir Walter Rawleigh on his way to” 


KNIGHT IN ARMOR—“‘ Yu're a liar! I’m Brien Boru; av yez calls me an 
Englishmon, Oi'll knock yez aff th’ phlatform.” 








Miss FLirs—‘‘I orter be. 


in the same play.” 





I may kill that leader of the orchestra. 
putting up a job on me, and now the public will know that I 
Then he fainted again, and was hurried into 
a coupé, and sent to the Grand Central depot. 
New Yorker had merely purchased the orchestra for the evening, 


COALS TO NEWCASTLE. 


Miss Foot.tirE—‘‘ You seem to be annoyed, Fay.” 
That young Wollets feller we met at the Casino has 
just sent me tickets for the Bijou next week, an’ I’m booked for the leader of the amazons 


was merely reciting in mo- 
notonous tones the words of 
the song. The audience was 
at first stupefied. The singer 
rolled his eyes and glared at 


2. the great chandelier above 


him, and continued to the 
end of his lines. His voice 
was harsh, and his words fell 
foul of each other. The 
audience arose. “Come off,” 
shrieked the gods of the 
gallery, and the party in the 
front rows hissed. Then the 
most comical of comic singers 
caught the eye of the leader, 


and failing to hear the final smash-up of fiddles, bass drums 
and things, he fainted, and was carried from the stage. 
star’s chamber the rest of the troupe crowded around him, and 
“Give me a gun,” he shrieked, “so that 


In the 


Somebody has been 


The veteran 
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WITH ALL HER FAULTS, I LOVE HER STILL. 


It’s true she writes a scrawly hand ; 
Puts in two ‘‘t’s” where one would do, 
And spells ‘‘ dog” with an extra ‘*g”’; 
But not a girl in this wide land 
Is half so dear, and very few 


One-tenth as sweet as she to me. 


Dear thing ! she sometimes says ‘‘ I seen,” 
‘* They was,” ‘‘ I's not,” or ‘‘So be you”; 
‘*Them’s yours,” ‘* ‘lhey’s good”’—harsh to my ears ; 
But she is still my lovely queen, 
Whose heart-beats are to mine most true, 
And will be yet for many years, 


Some say that love is blind, and I 
Would add that love is deaf also. 
Though grammarless and spelling bad, 
My love is handsome, sweet and shy. 
‘The secret of our love you’d know ? 
She’s only five, and I’m her dad. 








MARK BENNITT, 











A SUDDEN CHANGE OF MIND. 


‘* Wall, I’m blamed ef this ain’t ther third failure 
I’ve made. I cant seem ter fetch it nohaow. 
Hello! ther gas is escapin’;” 


WOULD-BE SUICIDE—“‘ Bu'sted ag’in ! 
settle it right now and here.” 


Wall, I'll 


NEW WINE MEASURE. 


JUDGE. 





AFTER SUPPER. 


THE DuCHEss—‘‘ Charming table the host sets, but 
didn’t it strike you that the birds were a little old ? ?” 

CAPTAIN CROZIER (in desperation)—‘‘ Yes, madam 
all of them.” 


Two glasses make - - 


Half a pint makes 
One bottle makes 


One lively. 
One merry. 
One fuddled. 


Two bottles make - One drunk. 
Three bottles make - One headache. 
Four bottles make - One sot. . 





“Oh, say, Moike, phawt the divil des dim 
ietthurs mane thare at the tail o’ me name?” 
eagerly inquired one Irishman of another, as 
he pointed to the letters, Sr., meaning senior, 
affixed to his name on a letter he had just got 
out of the post-office. 

‘‘It manes sucker, av coorse,’ 
the party interrogated. 

The last seen of the first Irishman he was 
forcibly trying to yank by the neck three hun- 
dred pounds of a postmaster through a four- 
by-six letter-delivery aperture in the post- 
office. 


responded 





In some countries of South America they 
use eggs for currency. Of course, there is a 
great deal of bad currency in circulation. 
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BLACK BAWLING. 


What the New York clubs seem to be indulg- 
ing in a good deal lately. 








‘And ef I don’t light out o’ this purty tarnal fast, I'll 
be smothered to death !” 





SWALLOW. 


w 
w 


me the other day.” 





HIS FIRST ENGAGEMENT. 


He came into the office of the 
Western Dramatic Agency, fol- 
lowed by his feet, which he 
dragged after him in the most 
approved heavy villain style. 
“Ts this the apartment wherein 
the Western Dramatic Agency 
is located ?” he began, in a voice 
which alternately sounded like 
the wind escaping through a 
two-inch bung hole, and a buzz 
saw when it strikes a nail. 

“You’ve hit it thar,” said the 
gentlemanly manager, as he 
handed his visitor a_ chair. 
“‘ Here’s where she blows, for a 
fact.” 

“And is my surmise correct 
when it tells me that this is 
the institution to which youth- 
ful histrions resort, when they 
would fain enter the lists of 
dramatic preferment?” contin- 
ued the youth, laying his hand 
on his heart, 

“Right again, pard,” chipped 
in the manager, filling the ink- 
bottle with a _ badly -aimed 
tobacco quid. “Here’s whar 
we yank in the kids and set ’em 
in the ring in no time. What’s 
yer specialty? Got yer bones 
with ye? Dotumbling or female 
impersonation? Let’s see yer 
points ; sample off yer racket.” 

“Sir-r-r!” said the youth, in 
a voice which was a good imita- 
tion of pounding on a store-box 
with a brick, “Sir! I do not 


Wuitre—“ That so? 
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JUDGE. 


THE PLEASURES OF BLIND-MAN’S-BUFF. 


A DEADLY INSULT. 


Brown—“ I've challenged Green to fight a duel.” 
What’s the trouble ?” 
Brown—‘“I can’t overlook the insult he offered 


Wuitre—‘ What did he do ?” 
Brown—“ He called me an alderman.” 


AS Yager 


Tommy (who has been brought in to call on the revolutionary centenarian)— 


LittLe Bertre—‘‘I know who I've caught.” 
MamMMA—“‘ Who is it, dear?” 
LirTLeE BeRTIE—‘‘It’s Mr. Twinkler. I can feel his beard.” 


tarry here for to be insulted. 
diversions of which you speak. My studies have been on the 
dramatic gems of the grandest minds of all times—the Shakes- 
peares, the Aristophaneses, and Euripideses. It is for the pro- 
duction of their plays that I would fain have your help. You 








(And grandma cut him out of her will.) 


I know nothing of the rude 


have asked for a sample of my quality, and though your request 
was but illy expressed, it shall not pass unheeded: I will recite 


the combat scene from Richard.” 
And he dd recite it. 


Using his umbrella for a sword and his 


plug hat for a helmet, he pranced around the room, broke two 


~ 


HIS OPINION. 


‘* Did George Washington kiss her ?” 
His MorHER—“‘ Yes, dear.” 
Tommy—‘‘ Well, if he didn’t lie about it, he was a blamed fool.” 








mirrors, a seventy-five cent 
toilet set, three bottles of ink, 
splintered the taple, mashed the 
office cat, and came within an 
ace of banging the manager’s 
head with the umbrella handle. 

At last the yelling, screaming 
snorts and bursts of passion 
came to an end, as the youthful 
aspirant for dramatic honors 
sank back exhausted in a chair, 
with the inquiry as to whether 
the manager could get him a 
position on the strength of 
that ! 

“Oh, can’t I?” snorted the 
manager, as he mopped his 
streaming brow. “Can't I, 
though? ‘Uncle Tom’s Cabin’ 
has been on the lookout for a 
man of your talents for the last 
thirty-five years, I'll put ye in 
to-morrow.” 

“*Uncle Tom’s Cabin!’” 
stuttered the youth, in dismay. 
“May I trouble you to nom- 
inate the capacity in which I 
would appear during my con- 
nection with that company ?” 

“Capacity ?” howled the man- 
ager, with a horrid scream. 
“Why, as performing jackass, 
or first heavy bloodhound, of 
course !”” 

And he straightway seized 
that young man, broke the book- 
case and two chairs with him, 
and then threw him overboard 
through the front window on to 
some meat-hooks below. 








































‘* Been out all day an’ ain’t seen a thing.” 


THE CHARITY CONCERT. 


Bos.ey (who thinks himself a great 
cornetist)—“‘Aw, Mr. Higgins, I’m 
sure I’d be delighted to help so 
worthy a charity. Can’t you makea 
place for me on your programme?” 

Hiccins—“ Um—let me see. Yes, 
I guess so. This entertainment’s for 
the deaf and dumb, you know.” 


AN UNANSWERABLE 
ARGUMENT. 


DoTING PARENT—“ What, my dear! 
a new gown and outfit for your con- 
firmation? Won’t your last com- 
mencement dress do well enough?’ 

WHEEDLING DAUGHTER (the favor- 
ite—and knows it)—‘“‘Now, papa dear. How could you think of 
it? Surely you wouldn’t have your little pet confirmed in her 
old habits.” 


HARD LUCK, 


Unuucky Joxist (su/ki/y)—“ Here, I’ve taken this work around 
everywhere without success, and you told me that half the 
business was in knowing just where to sell.” 

GaGLey—“ Sorry, my boy, but I’m afraid that for you the 
other half would be in knowing we to sell.” 


PROFESSIONAL. 


Merrily sounded the strains of the dance, 
In the ball-room at Bar Hart or, 
As gaily a fearless young beau approached 
The fair doctress from Ann Arbor. 
With confident mien and manly grace 
He begged that ‘‘she would dance the 
lancers ”’— 
He fled when with fiendish look in her face 
She murmured, ‘‘I’d rather lance the 
dancers.” 


OVER THERE. 


SMALL Boy (whose ideas of heaven 
are not totally disconnected with a full 
stomach)—‘* Papa, will we have three 
meals a day in the next world ?” 

“No, my son; but we will get our 
desserts there. 





** Played out !” 


FUNNY THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


THE CIRCUS-RING RABBIT; OR, THE SAD EFFECTS OF TRYING TO SHOOT SPIRALLY. 





‘Blest ’f I kin keep that dog behind th’ muzzle.” 





” ** T.this t-top-spinnin’ b-b-business is gittin’ 





DISASTROUS TO HIS PRACTICE. 


“That was a good joke on Darn- 
ley,” said one physician to another. 
“He couldn’t get out to visit his 
patients during the blizzard.” 

“Well, but where does the joke 
come in?” 

“Why, owing to a lack of attention 
they all got well.” 


A negro with no hair on the top of 
his head can never (well, hardly ever) 
get into a secret society, because he 
is sure to be black-bald. 


THE WEALTHY ENJOY LIFE. 


RAILROAD PRESIDENT (going over 
the road)—“1 didn’t see you at the lunch counter, Sam.” 
PULLMAN PORTER—“ No, sah; I had aright good dinnah at the 
hotel.” 
PRESIDENT (with a sigh)—“ Well, I suppose you can afford it 
better than I can.” 


A USEFUL OLD FELLOW. 


Mrs. Griccs—* Then you don’t have to rely on the barometer 
to find out when there is going to be a storm.” 

Mrs. Briccs—“ Oh, dear, no. Grandfather’s rheumatic leg is 
just splendid. I don’t know what 
we'd do without grandfather.” 


HAIR HAD GROWN ON IT. 


Grocer—“ Tom, get out the new 
maple sugar !” 

Tom (after hunting some time)— 
“Here it is, Mr. Smith, but it needs 
trimming.” 

Grocer—“What needs trimming?” 

Tom— Why. it’s got a beard on it 
two feet long.” 


JUST IMAGINE. 


“Are you fond of Tolstoi?” asked a 
Boston girl of a Chicago young man. 

“ Well—er—really now, I can’t 
say. How do you eat it?” 


” 


‘‘ Rabbits ain’t much good this time a year, anyhow.” 
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re OR, dollar blue suits, 


Cheap brown paper boots, 


The pistol that ‘* busts,” 
Silver spoons that will rust, 
They are all of them made to sell. 


Chairs that fall in two, 
Straw hats sewed with glue, 


W\". Cologne that has nary a smell, 
ire Umbrellas that melt, 
ae Dollar derbys of felt(?), 
i They are all of them made to sell. 


The fellow that hooks, 
Pe The West Brighton crooks, 
Bunco sharps, whom we all know quite well ; 
Young Ives and his crew, 
The police-clubber, too, 
They are all of them made to ce//. 


The watch that the time will not tell, 
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AT THE MASQUERADE. 


MARGUERITE (Mrs. Sicard)—** I enjoyed the waltz exceedingly, Tom.” 

MEPHISTOFELES (Mr. Sicard)—‘‘ How did you know me, Ethel? Isn't my 
disguise good ?” 

MARGUERITE—“‘ Excellent, Tom ; but you must remember that you are the 
only man in the world who mixes gin with his sherry and bitters.” 





MISCONSTRUED. 
Mrs, PELtE—‘‘ Will you have some of the Taylor pudding, Cousin Pedley ?” 
Cousin PEDLEY (who has been eying the pheasant table ornamentation all through the dinner)—‘‘ 1 reckon I'll take a little o’ the tail fust, and the pudd’n 


afterwards, Cousin Molly.” 
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AN AFTERNOON LUNCH. 
Boy oN stoop—‘‘ Well, Jimmy, what d’ yer see now ?” 


YOUTH AT WINDOW—“ They’re a-handin’ ’round the ice-cream now, an’ it’s made all 
of yaller an’ red !” 


GENERAL CHORUS—‘‘ O-0-0-h-h-h ! !” 








PULLING THROUGH. 


He did business in a small way in a western New York 
city. He ranastore where he sold hats when any one by 
accident got into the place, and he made fur garments 
during the very short season when such work is in 
demand. 

I met him in December, and asked him about business. 
“Poor, very poor,” he said. ‘There hasn’t been any 
decent weather for furs. I haven’t earned my salt all 
winter.” 

“Perhaps business will improve,” I suggested, hope- 
fully. 

‘“‘Well, if it doesn’t in the next three months I’m a 
goner,” he said. “In summer my business will be good.” 

I met him again in August. “Well,” I said, “I see 
you still keep in business.” 

“Yes,” he answered, with a downcast air, “but pros- 
pects are very poor. There hasn't been any decent 
weather for hats this summer. If I can only pull 
through three months longer, until the fur business 
begins, I’m all right.” 

Every December and every August for seven years I 
have gone through those same conversations with that 
man. What intense satisfaction it would be to me to 
wake some morning and find that he had actually made 
an assignment,no one can ever know. 





“ Here, waiter, take this game away—it is quite too-too 
much so.” “I beg your pardon, sir, but it ain’t this 
game as you smells, sir—it’s the other gentleman’s fish.” 
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FATAL PREVIOUSNESS. 


THEATRICAL ASPIRANT—‘‘ I’ve been an amateur for some time, and now IT MADE HIM THIRSTY. 

that I've got a divorce, I want to go on the regular stage.” UNcLE PELEG—‘‘ Wa-al, Iswow! This must be an all-fired thirsty taown, 
MANAGER—‘'‘ I’m afraid you’ve made a mistake, madam. You should Guess I'll go in an’ git a dipper o’ cider out o’ that pool.” 

have saved the divorce to bill with your first season.” 


“Conductor, is it permitted for persons to spit on the floor?” “ Do girls like to kiss ?” said Smithers. 
angrily demanded a female passenger on a Third Avenue car. ‘Some do,” replied Bouncer. 
“Yes, ma’am,” gently responded the meek official ; ‘spit where “How do you know ?” 
you like, ma’am ” “Why, I have it from their own lips.” 
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AT SHOGMARTHE CASTLE. 


Lorp SHOGMARTHE (who has brought home an American wife)—‘‘ | want 
AN INAPPROPRIATE SUBSTITUTE. to show the tenantry a little attention in the way of a celebration, my dear. 

THE FUNERAL DIRECTOR—‘‘ Well, sir?” What would you suggest ?” , 
Mr. THOLP—“‘ My sister promised to play the parlor organ for the choir, LADY SHOGMARTHE (who has never been a metropolitan)—‘* How does a 


but she’s taken ill, and I thought I'd come round in her place.” spelling-bee strike you, Hector ?” 











40 FUNNY 


THE WAY THEY TALK. 
THE ART OF SAYING NOTHING WHATEVER. 


ERILY, we should live to learn. 
Alcibiades wishes it made 
known that he is ready to 
furnish an endowment for an 
institution to be devoted to 
the “instruction of youths 
and adults in the art of ordi- 
nary conversation.” He met 
Jones, Brown and Smith in 
one afternoon last week. 
Jones said: “I am going out 
of town next Monday. I 
think I’ll go Monday—either 
Monday or Tuesday, or Wed- 
nesday—I have not entirely 

made up my mind yet which, but I think Monday; but if not 

Monday, Tuesday—probably Monday, however. I want to see a 

man down at the Branch on business, and I think I’ll be more 

apt to find him on Monday. That’s why I’m particularly 
anxious to go down on Monday; though if I can’t get off Monday, 

I shall go Tuesday, because it is a matter of business for me to 

see the man, and I know that he is there over Sunday, and, being 

there over Sunday, I think I am more apt to catch him on Monday. 

No; I shall” But this way madness lies. Suffice it to say 

that after a half hour of this sort of amplified house that Jack 

built, Alcibiades managed to stagger away from the frying-pan 
into the fire, it proved, for on the next corner he fell in with 

Brown, who began: 

“Don’t you think that last article in the M/oon hit the admin- 
istration a pretty severe blow? Not but it may have been 
deserved, but then the M/oon might leave the other side to fight 
him, as he is their man; though perhaps you can’t exactly say 
that he is their man, but then you could not say under the cir- 
cumstances that he isn’t their man. Whether he is their man or 
not, he ought to be, and that comes to the same thing. How- 
ever, I don’t know that it does come to the same thing ; things 
don’t always look much like the things—er—that is—er—things 
are not always the same that they ought to be. Well, you may 
say that things come to the same thing; they ought to, but 
they don’t; though to be sure” 

Alcibiades tore himself away, a wildness in his eye, and Reason 
hitching up her skirts preparatory to climbing down from her 
throne, when he saw Smith across the street. He wanted to 
know Smith’s brother-in-law’s address, so he paused in his mad 
pursuit of a Coney Island boat, and hailed Smith. ‘“ Why, yes,” 
said Smith; “I’ve just sent Martin down south to see about 
those plantation mortgages of mine. Martin is no good doing 
business on his own responsibility, but with me to back him, and 
since the training I gave him last year, Martin makes some very 
good strokes. I was intending to go down to see about those 
mortgages myself, but my wife—don’t know my wife, do you? 
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AN UNPLEASANT REFLECTION. 





City poc—‘‘ Good gracious! how sunburnt I have got since I have been in 
the country. 


T shall actually be ashamed to meet my friends again.’ 


THINGS 


-jackass that I used to have. 


FROM JUDGE. 


Well, she’s a delicate little woman, daughter of old Judge 
Martin, you know; and she did not want me-to leave her, and 
we felt it would be pretty risky to take her down there this time 
of year. She’s up in the mountains now—not so convenient for 
me as to have her at the sea-shore; but the doctor—her doctor— 
we don’t have the same doc— Oh, Martin? Well, as I was 
saying, I am doing all I can to get Martin on his feet; he hasn’t 
the right sort of snap about him exactly. When I was Martin’s 
age, I was in partnership with old Perkins. Singular character. 
He thought I was the best business man of Martin’s 
address? Well, we don’t know it yet. My wife says Sorry 
you are in suchahurry. We” 

But the collapsed Alcibiades was already being slowly 
whirled away in the yellow cab which, in the desperation of the 
moment, he had rashly hired. 











CARROLL CHRISTIE. 
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THE FATALITY OF JUMPING AT CONCLUSIONS. 


Miss OLDHAM—(who is not so young as she used to be)—*‘ Speaking of fine 
lace, Mr. Jackson, here is a lace handkerchief made expressly for me on my 
sixteenth birthday.” 

Mr. JACKSON (ga/lantly)—‘‘ Simply beautiful ! 
nothing so fine as that nowadays. 
old times, wern’t they ?” 


Ah, Miss Oldham, one sees 
Things were made much better in those good 


IT WAS THE OTHER ONE. 


It was a pair of “‘dudes”’ who had been to Europe, and they 
were conversing in a New York horse-car, much to the delecta- 
tion of the other passengers. 

“ Things are awful stupid here,” remarked one. ‘“ Everything’s 
so new, you know; nothing to see.” 

Here the other passengers smiled audibly, apparently at 
something outside the window, and one old farmer laughed 
outright. The dude who had spoken looked around in mild 
surprise, and then continued: 

“It’s a terrible bore for a fellow to be compelled to stay here. 
People are so uncouth and sometimes absolutely rude. I think 
I shall go over again, pretty soon, to be where there is some- 
thing, you know; and where a man can have a chance to spend 
his money.” 

Here the old farmer laughed aloud again, and the rest of the 
passengers appeared to enjoy something, too. The laugh of the 
farmer seemed so pointed, that the dude turned to him, and said: 

‘“‘Oh, aw! I beg pardon. But is there anything about me 
which amuses you ?” 

“Oh, no!” replied the farmer. “I was jest thinkin’ of an old 
I had as purty a piece of pastur’ as 
ever you see, an’ my neighbor Brown had an old field all grown 
up with thistles. I put my jackass in the pastur’, but do all I 
could, he would break through the fence, an’ git into Brown’s 
thistle field. At last, as the only way out, I made a bargain with 
Brown to let the fool stay there. Every one to his taste, says ]. 
Oh, no! I wasn’t laughing at you. I was jest a thinkin’ of that 
other jackass.” 

And then there was not another word said in the car until the 
dudes got off at the next corner. 

















FUNNY THINGS FROM JUDGE. 41 








TAKEN IN ALL AROUND. 


Mr. BREECHER—‘‘ You'll pardon me for forgetting to bring the tickets, and for my neglect in not ordering the carriage in time. By the way, I couldn't secure 
supper checks. Shall I take you in now?” 
Miss HEATHCOTE (sweetly)—‘‘ Not any more, until I recover a little, please.” 


MUSICAL NOTATIONS. 
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1.—*‘A” minor. 2.—This is ‘‘D” 
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5.—‘‘ Up.” 6.—A ‘‘ minor run.” 7.—A ‘‘ major run. 8.—Finger exercise. 
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SUSPICIOUS ACCESSORIES. 


Mr. WINKMOKRE—“‘ Kick! Why, bress yo’ heart, Nathan 
wouldn't kick fer ter sabe he’s life. Jes’ put dem glubs on 
*case he’s a liddle tender behine.” 

Mr. Hoxus—‘‘ Umpah. 'Spose he broke dat arm o’ yourn 
waggin’ he’s tail ” 
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A NIGHT OF PERIL IN A METROPOLITAN HOTEL. 


GRANGER DArpy—‘‘ Well; this is ther fust time I ever been in peril, an’ I reckon if i don’t find a ankerage fer my fire-escape perty soon, It Il be ther last time. 
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DETECTED. 


(Our new and thoroughly English butler, just as Lord(?) Hewgag. our guest, is sitting down to dinner)—‘‘’Ullo, "Enery! ‘Ow was heverything in th’ 
waitin’ line at th’ Red Lion, Shropshire, when you left?” 















FUNNY THINGS FROM JUDGE. 
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All gay in tennis ’tire, a maid, 

With supple form and hair in braid, 
Put me in perturbation, 

I thought her artless, from her guise, 

But found her, much to my surprise, 
Most apt in disputation. 

She sang divinely, painted well, 

Could name the stars, and, strange to tell, 

Was quite a politician. 

Of art and science, cause and phase, 

Sports and religion, books and plays, 
She knew by precognition. 

Her beauty, added to her wit, 

Made me think matrimony fit, 

And I was fain to risk it, NH 
Until her mother one day said, Hee 
_ This maiden could not make a bed, 
"Or fabricate a biscuit. IT HAD TO CROP OUT. 


er Mrs. NEWTINNE (at the fuir of the Nob Hill Ladies’ Progressive 

aes Society)—‘* I’m so much obliged to you, Mr. Winchendon. ‘These 
social duties are so hard to perform, you know, even with the assist- 

* ance of our best-blooded people. (Forgetting herself.) Ca-a-a-sh!” 



















































QUIZZING A BARBER. disgrace, both prior to and after his trial and execution; but it 

I had been traveling for a week. So had my beard. The _ can’t be helped now, my sympathetic friend! He was a likely 
nearest shaving “palace” was a destination most devoutly enough boy, and ought to have turned out better, but his gift of. 
wished. Its red-and-white guide-posts loomed up at the end of _ perennial eloquence led him to the scaffold. In an evil hour he 
a ten minutes’ dog-trot from the railway station. Walking into button-holed one of our most prominent neighbors and talked 
the capillarious spider web of Lazarus Latherem, I dropped my him todeath. Conscience-stricken at the horrible result of his 
grip-sack in one chair and myself in another. The proprietor vocalistic attack, my poor brother fled to the land of blizzards, 
smiled like a West street tramp when he finds that he’sin undis- Out there in Minnesota, blowing is often fatal, but it is never 
turbed possession of a new five-cent nickel. Wehad met before. indicted. My brother adopted the name of Wiggins. He soon 
There could be no doubt of it. 
I mean Lazarus and myself, 
not either of us and the tramp. 
He arrranged my spinal col- 
umn, and the chin and neck 
towels, and then spoke aloud. 
That is, Latherem did. It was 
his privilege as a boss tonsor, 
but I had nerved myself for 
the dread ordeal and tongue 
encounter. 

“Been out of the city, sir?” 

“Yes.” 

“Far?” 

“To Minnesota and back. 
I’ve a sister-in-law, who lives 
there,” 

“Indeed !” 

“Precisely ! You see she is 
my brother’s only widow. It 
was very sudden.” 

““What was sudden, sir?” 

“The way my brother was 
taken.” 

“ What took him, sir?” 

“A requisition from the 
Governor of the State of New 
York.” 

(The man of gall and gen- 
uine Windsor soap appeared 
to be momentarily paralyzed, 
but he soon recovered his 



































wind.) \ Vie, 
‘A capital crime, sir?” " . a ee 
“Yes, murder.’ WHY THE ELOPEMENT DID NOT COME OFF. 


“ ° ?”? 
Your own brother, sir? ELGArDOo—“ Are you all ready, my dear ?” 


“Sad, and dismally true! JuLier—“‘ Very nearly. I’m just waiting for Prince to come Juiier—* Can’t you ease it down a little, my love ?” 
My people keenly felt the and pass out a few little things I shall need.” 














FUNNY THINGS 































































He lost the tenor of his way. 


Our hearts and voices let us blend. 


Let us duet life’s measure through, 
Enchanting singer, what say you ?” 


She said, ‘‘ I am too sharp for that, 
You'll never catch me in a flat ; 
I choose the notes of higher pitch, 


The major has them—Ae ts rich.” 
M. A. CHILDS. 





got acquainted with a wealthy lumberman’s freckled daughter. 
This heiress of lath-and-scantling pined for him, as it were; so 
they got spliced, and then boarded ’round among her folks. 
Time flew merrily on the eagle wings of hope. Children prattled 
at the knees and tugged at the store clothes of my brother and 
his wife. Five happy years and seven additional joyous months 
sped like an April raft on the waters of the booming St. Croix. 
Then came a rude, a direful awakening. The avenger was on 
his track, and Grabber’s independent, private detective agency 
ran him down.” 

“How was he found out, sir?” 

“By never being in when the officers called at the house.” 

(Here I got a vicious dab of sapon in my left eye.) 

“Then they laid for him ?” 

“Eggs-actly so! It all happened last Easter.” 

“Oh! That was very dad, sir!’ (Another dab square in the 
mouth, and a spiteful, quick pull at the razor. Luckily for me 
the blade held, but my cheek was all in a quiver like the 
youngster’s new toy arrows.) 

“They got him at last, you said, sir!” 

“Yes; I'll tell you just how it was, if you will only keep quiet 


must have been mistaken. However, that’s got nothing to do with 
my story. It seems there was a regatta out in that section. 
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PUSHING A CLAIM. 


‘* Hey, that’s my umbrella! I know it by the blue patch in it.” 
‘* Well, I hope you won't claim my pants, too ; for they have the same kind of a patch in them.” 





FROM JUDGE. 
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BANK NOTES. he had to go and put in 47s oar. In less than half an hour he 
HE SANG solo, so soft, so sweet, was in durance vile.” 
He sank enraptured at her feet, “In what, sir?” 
He was not bass, but on that day “—™ 


“That was a very sorrowful affair, sir. Bay rum, sir?’ 


“her ” 
‘* Maid altogether fair,” he cried, “Not this time. 
‘** Be mine, my sweet soprano bride ! “ Shampoo? 
Beat time with me until life’s end, “T guess not.” 


“ Charley” (giving the towel a jerk), “wipe off the gentleman, 
“Our key shali be a little flat, and (stage whisper) give him a dry brush !” 
A finely furnished one at that ; As I buttoned up my overcoat and turned to leave the shop, | 
There we will live on minor scale, heard the disgusted Lazarus mutter to one of his journeyman: 
In style to make the major quail. “Spink, that man was born at a lying-in hospital. He couldn't 
De sential adit wy olen, tell the truth if he was paid to do it. What a pity he wasn’t 
Discard the major, marry me. hung with his brother ! 


mn 





"A SAVAGE INQUIRY. 


long enough to let me get a word in edgeways. I thought you CARRINGTON (érying to make an impression on Mrs. Lectern)—‘‘1 gave up 


“115 : : smoking a long time ago. It’s not only a bad habit, but an expensive one.” 
barbers looked on William the Silent as your patron saint, but I Mrs. LECTERN (making a discovery)—‘* Why don’t you take part of the money 


you’ve saved on tobacco and have your pocket mended, Mr. Carrington ?” 


Now it appears he belonged to neither of the rival crews, but A man in Pittsburg, after a quarrel with his wife, threatened 
habit was strong within him, and like a stupid mule, as he was, to commit suicide, and went out to a drug-store to purchase 


twenty cents’ worth of strychnine. The blundering 
clerk, instead of putting up poison, gave him a 
harmless drug in mistake, and labeled it strychnine. 
The man went home, gulped down a dose of the 
stuff in the presence of his wife, and lay down on 
the lounge to die. His wife, instead of becoming 
alarmed and running for a physician and a stom- 
ach-pump, waited until she thought he was dead, 
and then commenced to go through his pockets for 
loose change. The man recovered as if by magic, 
and inaugurated a double-ringed circus, and 
howled like a menagerie, and swore he would get a 
gun and shoot the drug-clerk, and his wife said if 
he didn’t, she would. And he deserves it, too, for 
two hearts were made to ache by his blunder— 
especially the female heart. 


“The price of beer has advanced two dollars a 
barrel,” casually observed a man as he approached 
a crowd of loungers in front of asaloon. ‘Great 
Heavens!” exclaimed a red-nosed man, “how do 
they expect poor people to live! It is an outrage 
to ask such a price for beer!” “Did I say beer?” 
queried the first speaker. “ Beer is just what you 
said,” answered the bulbous-nosed individual. 
“Well, I should have said flour—not beer,” he ex- 
plained. “ Oh—er—that’s different. That’s not so 
bad. It doesn’t strike at the pockets of the poor 
man.” And he invited the crowd in to “smile” at 
his expense. 





If an aged man now falls from the stern of a 
boat, could he be called “an old off-ender?” (The 
perpetrator of this is now in jail.) 
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TRUE ARTIST. 


MULATTO CUSTOMER—“‘ See heah, boy! you ain’t 
got dem shoes half black enough. What’s de matter 
wif you ?” 

BooTBLAcK—“‘ Well, yer see, boss, I like to have 
everything in keepin’, and if I make dese shoes any 
blacker, it ‘ll make yer complexion look seedy.” 


Mr. Vereker is not a Wiggins, by any 
means, but he has a very well-defined idea 
of the style of weather that suits him. “Ah,” 


FUNNY THINGS 





he often observes, “before I was married I | 


didn’t care what the weather was; but now 
anything except very temperate weather 
tries me painfully.” ‘“ How so?” asked a 
friend. ‘‘How has matrimony unfitted you 
for the ‘inclemency of the seasons?” 
“Well,” replied Vereker, ‘“‘when a man is a 
householder he must chip the ice off his 
front-door step with a hatchet, and shovel 
the snow off the sidewalk in winter. If he 
is a married man, he must get up and start 
the fire for his wife in the morning.” ‘Yes, 
but in summer, Mr. Vereker o. a 
summer! oh then, well, darn it all! he has 
to take his family to the seaside.” 








FELINE AMENITIES. 





picture painted.” 

BELLE—‘‘ Indeed? What in, pray?” 

CLara—‘‘ Why, oil, of course.” 

BELLE—‘‘I fancy it would be much more like her 
if it was done in vinegar.” 






| the culprit was his fourteen-year-old son. | 
‘Pll skin him!” he hissed, in an under- | 





| morning the country was startled by a 


| sufferer for some time with a severe pain in the right 
CLARA—‘‘ Mrs, Van Saurkraut is going to have her | 
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SO ENGLISH, YOU KNOW. 


‘* Hello, De Masher! where have you kept your- 
self all this time? I haven’t seen you at the Hoffman | 
for an age !” 

DE MASHER (anguidly)—‘* | have not—er—kept 
myself — er —anywhere. In fact— er — don’tcher- 
know—I don’t keep myself, 1—er—live with the 
governor.” | 


Lady’s muff: The soft young man. 


An Associated-Press telegraph operator | 
out West got married the other day, and 
a week after forgot to take home a new 
bonnet he had promised his wife. Next 


despatch announcing a “terrible cyclone 
which crossed over the State, desolating | 
the country for miles around.” | 

A careful father was about entering his 
library the other day, when he heard some 
one inside indulging in shocking pro- 
fanity. He listened, and discovered that 


tone, seizing a small cane and bursting 
into the library. His anger quickly van- 
ished, however, when he discovered his 
mistake. His son was simply reading 
aloud one of Bret Harte’s dialect poems. 
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MUDVILLE, Mup County, Mup, Sept. 28th, ’go. 
Dr. Kramps—Dear Sir: My wife, who was a 


FROM JUDGE. 





THOUGHTFUL. 

PARTY WITH LANTERN—‘‘T wouldn’t go into the 
house just now, if I wuz you. You see, we has silenced 
the missis, and the boys is gaggin’ the cook, an’ you 
might get yerself into trouble. Just set down on that 
top step a bit an’ cool off.” 


How ot to do it: Don’t. 

It doesn’t take a Northern invalid very 
long to get well in Florida. When the 
first week’s hotel bill is presented, he gen- 
erally says: “I guess I am well enough to 
start for home this afternoon.” 








The father of a family, on inquiry into 
the antecedents of a candidate for the 


| hand of his daughter, desired to know if 


the young man’s family was an elevated 
one. “Very much so—at times,” was the 
prompt and ingenuous answer. 





When a man visits your house and ex- 
presses fanatical views on the temperance 
question in return for your proffered hospi- 
tality, put your demijohn on the top shelf 
and hide the step-ladder 





hand corner of her left ear, persuaded me to buy her 
two bottles of your Magic Stinkerline. Since using 
it she has ceased to complain. 
Yours very truly, 
J. WASHINGTON BossEM 
Supt. Mudville water works. 






WANTED. 


An immediate opening for a talented young man 
who is at present somewhat embarrassed. 


ey 





FUNNY THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


THE INGENIOUS ARTIST AND THE REFRACTORY BABY; OR, HOW IT FAILED TO WORK. 
. «: = 


be 








IT DIDN’T WORK. 


YOUNG PLUNGER—“ By Jove, this old duck s hat is too good for him! I'll 


just take his and leave him mine.” Otp puck—“‘ Hello, my friend! haven't you forgot your hat?” 


















































A THORN IN THE FLESH. 


just the literal meaning of this. 


I speak in a figurative way— 


More than Paul ever felt in his day. 
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A FOREIGN INSTITUTION. 
A Turkish Bath. 


FUNNY THINGS 


St. Paul had his trials, as all of us have, 
And ‘‘a thorn in the flesh” he called his ; 


And the wise ones have tried ever since to define 


But methinks the worst thorn that can fester and burn— 


Is the tongue of a fret, that can harrow the flesh 


ANNA C, STARBUCK, 
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an’ bar.” 


PAYING UNDER PROTEST, 


A bank official presents a gentleman with a notice for the col- 
lection of a note. The gentleman, without evincing the slightest 
surprise, inquires : “Is it protested ?” 

“No, sir; not yet.” 

“Very well, then ; let it go to protest, and then I will see what 
itis. I never pay without a protest, you must understand.” 


A Chinese coin fully three thousand years old has recently 
been dug up in California. And yet the O’Briens and Mackeys 
of that State profess to look down upon John as an interloper 
and a beasthly hathin ! 


Only a tiny bonnet, 
Set with exquisite grace, 

With heaps of daisies ’pon it, 
Over a pretty face, 

Whose lips were swiftly moving 
In a low bovine hum— 

Only a Newport maiden 
Chewing a hunk of gum. 





WHAT IT WAS LIKE. 


“Aw, can you tell me, Miss Fair,” 
queried George Washington La- 
Dude, after a brief period of in- 
tense study, “why the—aw—Pon- 
to’s caudal appendage is like a 
coming event?” 

“No, Mr. LaDude.” 

‘Well—aw— it is something to a 
cur, don’tcherknow—ha, ha!” 

“Very good, Mr. LaDude—very 
good. But can you tell me why 
your hat is like a bad habit ?” 

“Why — er-er — aw— well, 1. 
Why is it?” 

“ Because it is something to a 
void.” 

“Qh, weally, now, Miss Fair, you 
are just too bad for anything, don’t- 
cherknow.” 





Never judge of a man’s good in- 
tentions by his actions. Many a 
man looks heavenward to avoid an 
avalanche of snow from some roof, 
or gets on his knees at his bedside 
to hunt for a missing collar-button. 


FROM JUDGE. 


NATURAL CURIOSITY. 
UNCLE BILDAB (who has been shown the billiard-room, smoking- 


room and butler's pantry of his niece's new house \—"* Say, Helen, 
when no one ain’t lookin’, gimme a tip where t’ find th’ barber-shop 
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METALLIC, 


Miss WELTHAM (as they stop dancing)—‘‘ Will 
you allow me to take your arm? I object to being 
led.” 

LITTLE FRENCHY (who has had all he could do 
to hold her up in the waltz)—‘‘1 doubted it at one 
time.” 









48 FUNNY 


At evening when the sun hath set, 
And blue skies deepen into jet, 
I sometimes light a mild cigar, 
And wonder who my neighbors are. 
















I watch them from my third floor back— 
In truth they are an outre pack ; 

And you would quite agree with me 
Could you know all the things I see. 


A moment ere her light goes out 


One graceful shadow stands between 
A gas light and a gauzy screen ; 

I have not seen her face, but yet 
She hath a charming silhouette. 


One buxom damsel, short and stout, 
Winds auburn hair on strips of tin, 
And bends them till it stays therein. 


SHO 
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A BID FOR FUTURE COMFORT 


LitrLE PrereR FRAYEDBACK—“‘ Say, boss, that’s my mother over there 
buying slippers.” 

SHOE-DEALER—“‘ Yes?” 

LitTLeE PeTEr—‘“‘ You tell her that ones made of worsted with padded 
soles is th’ most stylish, an’ you gets a free ticket to our next Injun show.” 





THINGS FROM JUDGE. 














A jolly Rabelaisian priest, 
Who has a dozen chins at least, 
Puffs his old pipe with peaceful leer 
And mighty swigs of bottled beer. 


One wild-eyed Yahoo blows the flute 
Till all the wrangling cats are mute ; 
Some hapless love hath crazed him quite, 
And made of him an Ishmaelite. 


Sweet neighbor, whosoe’er thou art, 
I pray thee draw thy screens apart, 
Or sable curtains spread before ; 


I would see less of thee, or more. MARCELLUS. 





IN THE GALLERY. 


Miss ScUTCHEON—“‘ That’s grandma’s portrait, painted in 1830.” 
Mr. BRINDLEY (more than near-sighted)—‘‘And this, of course, must be 
your venerated grandfather.” 
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THE VASSAR GIRL. 


She bangs her hair, and has an air 
Of being utterly esthetic ; 

Turns out her toes, and curls her nose 
With emphasis that’s quite pathetic. 


She Latin speaks—adores the Greeks, 
No theme so deep but she’ll attract it; 

She looks up bones and ancient stones, 
And classifies them on a bracket. 


She reads at night, destroys her sight, 
And stays her soul with strongest Mocha; 
Remembers dates, and paints on plates 
Wild symphonies in green and ochre. 


She ‘‘ doesn’t dance "—with pensive glance 
She poses in deep contemplations ; 

But oh, beware! an awful snare 
Lies in her cultured aspirations. 


Eyes blue or gray—nose retrousse, 
A girl with ‘‘mind” you'll surely class her; 
Her soul’s immense—shé’s ‘‘ too intense,” 
This interesting girl from Vassar ! - 
KITTIE K, 
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FUNNY THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


BIGLIAR WON THE BET. 

“Snakes are very numerous this year,” 
said Mr. Bigliar, the other day as he sat down 
in our office. “Why, when I was out fishing 
last Saturday, I saw over two hundred.” 

“Two hundred snakes?” queried the assist- 
ant editor. 

“Yes ; two hundred snakes, of all breeds, 
descriptions and sizes, from a garter snake 


49 


to a boa-constrictor and an anaconda,” said 
Mr. Bigliar, warming up to the situation. 
The city editor gave the assistant editor a 
wink, and said as he mentally reviewed his 
natural history and remembered that the 
last-mentioned reptiles were not denizens of 
this clime: “I’ll bet you the beer, Mr. Bigliar, 
that you're telling us a regular old snake 


” 


yarn. 









AFRAID OF THE HEREDITARY INFLUENCE. 


Miss PLUMPE—‘“‘ Armand, you haven’t met my family before. This is Great-grandma Wingate, this Grandma 


Parsons, and this mamma.” 


HER INTENDED (looking ahead a few years)—‘‘ Say, Bessie, take back what you said, and be simply a sister 


to me, won’t you ?” 
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CRISS-CROSSED UNDERSTANDING. 


F Perey (who is selecting a park hack for his wife)—‘' She seems to need touching up a good deal, 
nderton.” 

ANDERTON (the dealer)—‘‘ She is a bit pale complected, sir; but, Lor’ bless yer! th’ hexercise ‘Il 
redden them cheeks like roses, sir.” 





“Ill take that bet,” said Mr. Bigliar, “and 
prove it by three gentlemen of veracity who 
went with me.” 

This was rather a strong statement, but the 
city man felt sure of winning, so he said : 

“We won't lose any more time talking; we'll 
just step out and interview those gentlemen 
at once, and settle this little bet.” 

The trio went out and soon found two of 
the Saturday fishermen, and the city man 
agreeing to stand by their decision, asked: 

“Did you fellows go fishing with Bigliar, 
Saturday ?” 

“Yes,” said both of them at once. 

“Did Bigliar see two hundred snakes, rang- 
ing in size from and including garter snakes 
and boa-constrictors ?” 

“’Spose he did,” said one of them. 

““Haven’t any reason to doubt it,” said the 
other. 

“Oh, get out!” said the city man, “you 
can’t stuff that snake story down us—not 
unless you give the whole facts and particu- 
lars.” 

“Well,” remarked the boon companion of 
Mr. Bigliar; “the fact was, that old reprobate 
didn’t do much fishing, but got infernally 
drunk, and had another attack of the jim-jams, 
and the way he yelled about snakes precluded 
any doubt in my mind about the truth of 
what he afterwards said he saw !” 

“Come, get your beer,” was all the city man 
could gasp. 


Ships are very polite. Even the stern pro- 
peller generally has a graceful bow. 








HE WISHING BONE. 


I stood with Kit, 
‘The roguish chit, 
Beneatk the lamplight in the hall, 
‘The feast was o’er— 
The opened door 
Invited us unto the ball. 


She dropped her head 
And softly said : 
‘I took this bone from off my dish ; 
Will you join me 
And break to see 
Which of us two will have the wish ?” 


Her blushes came, 
And mine the same, 
The while I wish and fates invoke 
That I may dare 
Some day declare 
My love—The bone it bent and broke. 





I culprit stand 
With bone in hand— 
The fragile thing is now undone. 
And pretty Kit, 
The roguish chit, 
She softly said, ‘‘ Your wish is won.” 


‘*Ah! pretty maid, 
I’m sore afraid 
I'll have to tell my wish to you. 
I wished that I 
Might bye and bye 
Declare my love as lovers do.” 
. * * . * 


‘* And I wished just the same thing too.’ 
H. S. KELLER. 





Summerbreeze’s daughter had a call the other evening from 
her beau, and after talking about pa’s chickens and various 
other things, she exclaimed, ‘Charley, you ought to shave off 
your eyebrows!” Charley had always thought his eyebrows 
were no damage to his good looks, so he asked, “ What’s the 
matter with ’em? Don’t they suit you?” “Oh, nothing,” she 
said, sweetly: “but if you cut them off, it would give vour mus- 
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AN EXTREMELY PLEASANT LECTURE. 
THE GOVERNOR (in Tom's room at college}—‘‘ Who is that, my boy?” 





‘Tom (who thinks he is in for it)—‘* That’s—er—ahem ” 


Ellsler, as I remember her. These new ones don’t amount to much.” 








FUNNY THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


THE GOVERNOR—“‘ Oh, never mind the name. You ought to have seen Fanny 





THE RETURN FROM THE WESTERN RANCH. 


BOSTON MOTHER—“‘ Me d-e-e-ar boy !” 
BOSTON FATHER (who has been putting up the capital)—‘‘ Hannah, you're 
approaching the truth.” 


tache so much more prominence, you know.” 


Charley vows 
he’ll raise an imperial on his ear. 


To see your best girl going to the opera with another fellow 
is a good omen. It signifies that you will not have to foot the 
bill, however much you want to foot your rival. 
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4 f : Sassy. 
REBUKED CHEEK. 


LorD DENTWATER—‘‘I have called, sir, to offer my congratulations. I 
have consented to marry your daughter.” 

Mr. McMipas (@ man of business)—‘‘ What'll you take a year to run my 
natural gas wells?” 







































FUNNY THINGS FROM 
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NEW KODAKS. 


“You press 
the button, 
we do the 


rest.” 


SEVEN NEW STYLES AND SIZES, 


ALL LOADED WITH 


TRANSPARENT FILMS. 


For Sale by all Photo. Stock Dealers. 
THE EASTMAN COMPANY, 
ROCHESTER, N. Y. 





Send for Catalogue. 





work, and if you’d please give me just ten cents to 
get a plate of e 

“Six children, and you persisting in this present 
course, The saints forbid. Don’t you know that 
tastes are hereditary? Don’t you know that this mad 








EASILY SATISFIED. 


Lavy (engaging new lady’s maid)—‘‘ Yes, ll engage you, but remember! I-allow no 


followers.” 


APPLICANT—“‘ Oh, that’s all right, madam! I can put up with the master’s friends.” 


A VEGETARIAN. 


“Please, sir, I haven’t had anything to eat to-day, and I cant 
get any work, and please, will you give me ten cents to geta 
plate of beans?’ The ordinary passer-by would have replied : 
“OQ, get out, you vagabond !” and passed cheerfully on; but 
not I. I couldn’t: for this was the fourth time within one week 
that this same sad, watery-eyed individual had at different times 
and places addressed the identical appeal to me. The first time 
I had paid no attention to it; the second time I had given him 
a pewter dime with a hole in the middle; the third time I had 
hurried by, fast as I could, saying to myself: “This is very 
singular, very singular ;” but on this fourth time I tottered up 
to a lamp-post, and exclaimed : “ By the beard of George Wash- 
ington, man, don’t you know that you’re killing yourself, com- 
mitting suicide and working your own death—eating beans at 
this rate? Great Confucius, man, you can’t live on beans alone; 
you must have bread, and potatoes, and beer; a man of your 
delicate complexion must have beer. Beans, beans, nothing but 
beans. Why, you'll get to be such a pod here in course of a 
week, that you’ll be taken for an alderman. Have you any 
children ?” 


“Six children, sir, and all poor orphans; and I can’t get any 





SUBTERFUGE AT THE CAKE-WALK. 


MASTER OF CEREMONIES—“‘ Hit gibs meh gre't pleasuah fer ter 'ward der cake 
She jes’ glides ‘long laik a swarn !” 


t’ Miss Chessy Lakah. 








appetite of yours will be visited upon your innocent 
children? You, you, sir, who should be their stay and 
protector, are dragging them down to dishonored 
graves, all for the gratification of this unnatural 
passion.” Here words failed me. He took notice of 
the silence, and began in a soft, melodious monotone: 
“ Please, sir, I hadn’t a drop of anything to eat to-day. Please, 
sir, if you can let me have the ten cents to get a plate of be <3 

“Great Scott, man,” I exclaimed, excitedly, “don’t you suppose 
there is anybody else in the world that wants any beans besides 
yourself? How are these others to be provided for? Haven’t 
you any sense of justice, any feeling of decency, any emotion of 
shame ? any—any——” 

He perceived the pause, and began again in his sweet, gently- 
flowing tones, “I cannot get any work, and I have had noth- 
ing ” 

It was no use; he was a size too large for me. I drewina 
long breath and started. Just as I was rounding the corner 
there came softly wafted on the breeze, “a plate of beans.” 











There is an old record in a South Carolina Baptist Church, 
which contains a note of the expulsion of a woman for “doing 
too much talking in the neighborhood.” They evidently did 
not have any sewing societies in those days, or the church would 
have had no members, 





The toilet tables of ladies, ten years ago, were distinguished 
by a band of fat bottles. Now they generally display bandoline. 
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Miss LAKAH (in the dressing-room after the walk)—‘‘My gran'pop 
wuz a body-sarbent ob Bendic’ Arnol’! Da’s who my gran’pop wuz.” 











A YOUNG HOUSEKEEPER’S TRIALS. 


The lady in the picture has just discharged her ninth servant in as many days, and, thoroughly 


disheartened, seeks a moment's repose. 


OLD SAWS RE-SET. 


“ Concerning the dead say” 
nothing, or lie like a tomb- 
stone. 

“Nothing produces noth- 
ing”’—only you must except 
the naughts on a check. 

“Experience teaches even 
fools,” but dudes never have 
experience. 

“From the specimen, judge 
of the whole,” except in the 
case of amine. (N.B. Some- 
times there ain’t any hole.) 

“"Tis sweet to hold office 
for one’s country.” 

“Fortune favors fools,” as 
is evident from the fact that 
those who are not favored 
know they are too blamed 
smart to succeed. 

“He who follows two hares 
gets neither,” and he who fol- 
lows a whole switch often 
gets left. 


An exchange asks why 
brides so frequently consider 
their new husbands as mere 
sardines. All is fish that 
comes to their net. 


MAKING THE BEST OF IT. 


“ My dear,” said a young bride to her 
husband, “I want to speak to you about 
mamma. Since father died she is left all 
alone in the world, so I would like to 
have her come and live with us. As you 
love me so much, I’m sure you will like 
her, because every one says we are so 
much alike.” 

“ But, my dear,” stammered the: hus- 
band, dumbfounded at his wife’s words, 
“T can’t stand that. I was willing enough 
to take you off her hands for cash, but I 
would sooner have your mother, as we 
have the furniture, on the installment 
plan—a week at a time, you know.” 





Men who make money, but seldom get 
rich—Counterfeiters, 





FUNNY THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


—how’s yours? 


credit. 





LANGUAGE OF VEGETABLES. 


The following table of languages of vegeta- 
bles was prepared by the same fellow who got 
up the language of flowers. As a matter of pre- 
caution, his name is withheld. This table is not 
intended so much for love-sick youths as for 
steady-going grocerymen : 

Apple—Seek-no-further. 

Beet—You’re another. 

Cabbage—My head and heart are both sound 


Lettuce—I’m greener than I look. 
Melon—If you’re as seedy as I, you can't get 


Potato—My eyes are upon you. 





NECESSITY OF LOOKING AHEAD. 


Will you honor me, Amelia, 
With your presence at the play ? 
And I'll now engage the tickets 
For a twelvemonth from to-day. 


Heavens, George ! you must be crazy 
To make dates so far ahead. 

Life is short, and in a twelvemonth 
You and I may both be dead. 


Yes, it’s running heavy chances, 
But, Amelia, you must know 


Seats are held for speculators, . 
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A NEW BRANCH OF ART—HAND-PAINTED HAIR. 


CAPILLARY ARTIST—‘‘I can assure you, sir, the hair will look so natural, that 
you will be compelled to part it every morning.” 


life. 


had anything to say. 





sick fund any longer. 


advantage is all on one side. 











A convicted felon was condemned 
to imprisonment at hard labor for 
On passing the sentence, the 
judge inquired of the prisoner if he 
“For life!’ \u- 
gubriously responded the latter. 
isavery longtime. Would your honor 
kindly allow me a rest of five minutes 
before proceeding to business ?” 


DiscusteD Opp FELLow.—No, sir, 
I do not propose to subscribe to your 
For the last 
twenty years I have been subscribing 
regularly. But I object to belonging 
any longer to a society in which the 


A bird that can’t fly far—Jail-bird, 


And the public have small show. 


B, L. LAMPREY. 


“ You ought to see the Jones 
girls, mother,” said Mrs. Sum- 
merbreeze’s daughter. “ Why, 
they’re just to esthetic for 
anything.” “ Du tell,” replied 
the old lady. “I was afeared 
it would come to it, after all, 
when I see those girls eating 
at the oyster supper. I knew 
‘twould interfere with their 
disgusting organs, and give 
‘em the esthetics.” 


Strange how evil communi- 
cations corrupt good man- 
ners. A fellow who has too 
much to do with tumblers 
usually tumbles before he gets 
home. 


Conundrum for the undo- 
mestic circle: Why are some 
men’s wives like Mississippi 
River steamboats? Because 
they have a seemingly natural 
propensity to blow up. 
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A BASE-BALL PHRASE 
ILLUSTRATED. 



























































STORIES OF PETS. 
(ACCOMPANIED BY AFFIDAVITS.) 


A man in Westchester ! 
county has a pet cat which 
he has taught to play ‘‘ Home, 
Sweet Home,” by walking up 
and down the keys of the 
piano. The cat also sits on 
the rocker of the cradle and 
rocks the baby of the house 
to sleep every night. 

“Stump” is a dog living on 
the Jersey coast and owned 
by the captain of a pilot-boat. 
Stump never likes to stay 
ashore and can never sleep in 
less than ten feet of water, 
where he sinks to the bottom 
and curls up in the sea-weed 
and sand. All the fish eaten 
on the boat are caught by the 
dog; but it is fair to state :: 
that they never eat fish on AN 


board that pilot-boat. LI NSS 
A colony of black-snakes — bi . 
lives in a garden in New Jer- 
sey. They make themselves ' 
useful by allowing the pea- 
vines to be trained over their 
bodies in place of stakes, 
while two of them tie them- 
selves into knots about the 
gate to keep out intruders. gyfielin pA ok 
The editor of a Long Island Stee , 
paper has a pet turtle which 
he uses as a paper weight. 
The turtle eats nothing but 


inter’s ink. and every night Remarkable impression produced upon Cousin John of Goodyville by a number nsion me in. ” 
pr y nig of Ladies in full-dress(?) seated behind some flowers. anid ee I see, 


gathers up the papers on the 
desk into a neat pile and then 
sleepsonthem, Theturtleis marked “G.W., 1789,” but that is be- 
lieved to be a fraud, although any doubt uttered in his presence 
is quickly denied by vigorous screams .on the part of the turtle. 

Parrots as pets are very common, but there is a certain green 
parrot in New Hampshire which is an extraordinary bird. His 
owner is a deacon of the church, and the bird goes with him to 
prayer-meeting and leads in the singing. He knows every hymn 
by heart, and the deacon has only to give out the number of the 
hymn and he starts off at once. His favorite piece is, “O for 
wings to fly !” 
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NOT USED TO ’EM. the expense 


VEREKER ON NATURAL 
. C) SCIENCE. 
WI “Pa,” said Vereker’s little 
mn) § boy the other day, ‘“‘the paper 
says that the folks that built 
the Brooklyn bridge have 
aliowed for the expansion and 
contraction of the material— 
that iron expands and con- 
tracts according to tempera- 
ture. Now Id like to know 
what that means.” 

“It means, my son,” began 
Vereker impressively, and 
very slowly, for the subject 
was by no means familiar to 
him, and he was feeling his 
way—“ it means, my son, that 
iron being a marketable com- 
modity and subject to fluctua- 
tion i 

“That ain’t it,” said young 
Hopeful. “ What’s that got to 
do with temperature ?”’ 

“Everything,” replied Vere- 
ker, ‘for, look you; the peo- 
ple who built the bridge con- 
tracted to put it up for so 
much, and that’s where the 
contraction comes in. After- 
ward, when they came to 
look for the money, some of 
it was not there, and anyhow 
they hadn’t enough to meet 
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“And that’s where the ex- 


murmured young Hopeful. 
“So it was owing to the ex- 
pansion and contraction that it cost fifteen millions to build the 
bridge.” 

“Exactly, my boy,” said the delighted Vereker; “you have 
an excellent idea of natural science.” 

“ But still I don’t see that the question about the temperature 
is explained,” pursued the youngster. 

“Oh, that—that,” mused Mr. Vereker, who was non-plussed 
again, “oh, that merely refers to the future state of the contrac- 
tors.” The boy quit at that. 
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A HANDICAPPED DUEL. 


MonsIEUR SICARD—‘“‘ Sacre!” 
His sEconD—‘‘ Somesing my friend annoys ?”’ 


MONSIEUR SICARD—‘‘I cannot have ze aim of my peestol deestracted by ze shiny bald head of Monsieur Rupert. He must 


rouge it, else ze fight goes not on!” 
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Behold him there in the orchestra— 
That chap with the jumbo fiddle— 
Tho’ placid now is his vertebra 
As a cake on an ice-cold griddle, 
Will break at the temperate zone, 


fami ~=s-s Such a liberal slack of bone. 


He seems in a quiet pose ! 


Stuck up in a soiemn place, 
O’er the 
. N N\ 





Question in horticulture: Where do literary 
laurels grow ? 


A scientific writer says that “if you play on an 
accordeon near an oyster, the bivalve will open 
its shell.” A young accordeon player, who has 
caused considerable profanity (if not insanity) in 
this world, concluded to try the experiment, and 
had not squeezed out more than half of “The 
Sweet By-and-Bye” before the oyster not only 
opened its crustaceous covering, but, in a fit of 
anger, actually threw its shell at the head of the 
player. And no wonder ! 





I was winding up into Cooper Institute the 
other day, thinking how strange it was that Peter 
should have lived so long in New York and yet 
kept honest, when suddenly I came upon a large, 
bénevolent-looking man cursorily running his eye 
over the directory. Just as I came opposite to 
him he started back, evidently in great excitement, 
and pointing to a conspicuous sign on the board, 
he read in a loud, wild, rapid tone, “ Free School 
of Art and Design for Women.” “Great Heavens!” 
he exclaimed, his voice choking with emotion. 
“This ought to be stopped. Our women are a 
thousand times too artful and designing already. 
This must be stopped.” And inquiring of me 
where the nearest police-station was, he sprang 
through the window and was gone. 








There will come a time when his spinal chord 


i And you'll wonder how the man can afford 


Just take him in! What a frigid thing 


Like the centre-pole of a circus-ring 
Or a scarecrow waiting for crows ; 
Like a marble bust, or a tyla crust 


‘y Is the chap that soon will his jugular thrust 
wing of the double-bass. 
NI 


FUNNY THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


THE DOUBLE-BASS. 


Ha, ha! 





The maestro’s baton taps, 
There’s a stir in the broadcloth seam; 

The hinge of the spinal column snaps 
And crooketh the elbow beam; 

Anon tkere glides a giant bow 
O’er the fiddle’s big abdomen, 

And the overture, in its easy flow, 
Seems only a pleasant omen. 


But mark! There’s an obligato called 
With an accelerando spurt, 

And the way that bridge of size is mauled And his whole anatomy whiz like flails 
Imperils the old man’s shirt; 

For he dives down over the bulging breast ‘‘ There isn’t a man in the world, I vow, 
Of his ten-foot violin, 

And saws, and saws at the toughold chest That earns his bread by the sweat of his brow 
Till you'd think he'd cave it in. 


Then he wags his bow with a jerk and a squeak 
Thro’ a rising agitato, 
And the off-hand scats up the wire-bound peak 
Like a bee-stung Thomas-cat O ! 
The ague tackles his every limb, 
The seams give way in his jacket, 
And—-well, if you'd live to note his vim 
At the grand finale’s racket, 


You’d say, as you saw his brisk coat-tails 
In a meteoric spatter, 


In an old-time threshing patter, 
Or in t’other orbs of space, 


Like the chap of the double-bass.” 


WADE WHIPPLE, 


=, 


WATERMELON PATCH] 
bi 
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INSUBORDINATION. 


Major WHOoRTLES—‘‘ What’s yo’ gittin’ so stompin’ mad ‘bout, cap’n ?” 
’ CAPTAIN EMERSON—“‘ I've gub d’ command, ‘ Eyes right,’ foh times, an’ not a coon in d’ comp’ny 


pays ’tention.” 














A LOST LESSON IN ETIQUETTE. 


MIss STRUCKOYLE (in a whisper)—‘‘ Don’t place your napkin under your chin, papa.” . 
PATER STRUCKOYLE (in @ growl)—‘‘ Good Lord, child! You don’t expect me to eat soup with the back Same bev’rage, old man, or you'll (hic) get 


of my neck, do you?” 





“Not for Josephus,” as that worthy 
historian playfully observed when some 
funny Jews attempted to cram him with 
stories from his own works. 

“Where would we be to-day without 
lawyers?” yelled the young debater. “In 
jail,” came from some one in the rear of the 
hall. 


“ How to stop a runaway horse.” Jump 

out of the carriage, catch the animal by 

the starboard legs, and throw him over on 

| his back. This is a very effective plan, but 
it requires some presence of mind. 





Kind words are among earth’s brightest 
flowers ; they convert the humblest abode 
into a paradise—therefore use them espe- 
cially and freely around the fireside-circle 
where the children cluster when the day is 
done. 


“Rye, next,” yelled the brakeman on the 
N. Y., N. H. and H. Railroad, as he thrust 
his head into the car. A half-soaked ine- 
briate, who reclined in a seat near by, shook 
himself together, and as the brakeman 
closed the door turned around to the pas- 
sengers, and remarked: “Rye, nex’? Not 
ef I knows my (hic) self; stick to the (hic) 


*toxicated. I had sas’priller las’ time.” 
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O, she’s saucy, sweet and sunny, 
And her pa has lots of money, 


She has dresses that amaze you, 
She has eyes that simply craze you, 





Should the young lady who 
cannot manage her train try 
to catch it ? 


NONE TOO HOT FOR THEM. 


“At what temperature does animal life become extinct ?” 
inquired the professor. 

“Well,” said Johnnie, “that depends on what you call 
animal life. Is flies animal life ?” 

“ Certainly.” 

“Well, they don’t become extinct. The hotter it gets, the 
livelier they grow, and I know it,” said Johnnie, battling 
vigorously with a peculiarly aggravating specimen of the 
musca vulga, or common house-fly. 

“Oh, no,” said the professor; “there is a point at which 
heat would prove fatal to flies. Flies would die in the fire, 
you know.” 

“TI don’t believe it,” said Johnnie, viciously. “ Hell wouldn’t 
be complete without them.” 

“ Let us go on to geography,” said the professor, severely. 





SIGNS AND OMENS. 

To see the father of your girl approaching with anger in 
his eye and a heavy cane raised in his right hand, is a sign 
that you are going to travel. 

To lose $50,000, and not have enough money left to buy a 
dinner, is a sign of poverty. 

To be hit on the head with a brick is a sign of bad luck. 

To lose a leg in a railroad accident, is a sign that you will 
be a cripple for life. 

To dream of a monster with seven eyes, a tongue of fire, 
a forked tail, and a double-barreled head, is a sign that you 
ate a dish of pickled pigs’ feet, a mince pie, and a plate of 
tripe before retiring. 

To throw a stone at a skunk is a sign that you are going 
to get a new suit of clothes. 
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FUNNY THINGS FROM JUDGE. 









MY GIRL. 
At her ‘‘afternoons” and ‘‘dances,” 
In a tea-gown that entrances, 


And to be ‘‘correct”’ she really doesn’t care; She will beam on you so brightly—oh, beware ! 


For she doesn’t know she’s charming, 
And she never thinks she’s harming 


$- And she wears Mikado daggers in her hair. Your poor heart with all those daggers in her hair. 
Oh, she’s desperately pretty While you bend enraptured o’er her 
And she’s dangerously witty; She will teach you to adore her; 
She will drive you in her dogcart to despair, She will take you in a manner quite unfair, 
With a smile so sweet and simple Yet the very sky above her 
And a stunning little dimple, Seems to smile on her and love her 
And those Japanese inventions in her hair. And the fancy fans she fixes in her hair. 


KITTIE K,. 
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BLOW FOR BLOW. 

MAMMA—‘“‘ Tommy, don’t you know that it’s very cowardly for a boy to 
strike a girl ?” 

TommMy—“‘‘ Is papa a coward ?” 

MAMMA—“‘ What an idea! Of course he isn’t.’ 


TommMy—‘‘I heard him tell that Mr. Rounds, who was here yesterday, that 
he was going to strike you for enough for the theatre tickets to-night.” 
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AN EXPOSE, 
LiTrLe PETER GRIMES (¢0 the minister who is waiting for Mr. Grimes 
senior to *' finish some important business’ ’)—‘* Wanter see my new pannyrammer And Peter pulled the curtain. 


of Samson an’ Delilah ?” 


THE MINISTER—‘‘ Why, certainly! How interesting !” 





Mr. Grimes—‘‘ Don’t pull so like blazes, 8'manthy!” 
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JS SURE TO LIVE WELL 


FOR BILIOUS AND NERVOUS DISORDERS, 


Such as a Weak Stomach, Loss of Appetite, Impaired Digestion, Constipation, and all 
Liver Complaints, BEECHAM’S PILLS act like magic, arousing into 
action the whole physical energy of the human frame. 


These facts are admitted by all classes of Society, and one of the best guarantees to the Nervous and Debilitated is that Beecham’s Pills have the largest 
sale of any patent medicine in the world, Full directions with each box. 


Prepared only by THOS. BEECHAM, St. Helens, Lancashire, England. 


Sold by Druggists generally. B. F. ALLEN CO., 365 and 367 Canal Street, New York, Sole Agents for the United States, who, IF YOUR DRUGGIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, 
WILL MAIL BEECHAM’S PILLS ON RECEIPT OF PRICE, 25 CENTS A BOX; but inquire first. Mention this Publication. 
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FUNNY THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


POOR FELLOW, 


George was a regular 
masher from Masher- \\ 
ville, and he deserved to aN 
be taken down occasion- re Se et a) ae WY 
ally ; but he thinks the eng : : - al \\ W’ Z 
trick played on him re- SD ox Y — 
cently was “rather rough, 
doncherknow.”” The way 
of it was this: 

George is decidedly 
dudesque in his attire, 
his outfit being gotten 
up regardless of expense 
—to his father—and, ap- 
preciating his mashing 
qualities, he made it a 
rule to stand near the 
entrance of the 
hotel, where he could 
crush the hearts of a 
number of female clerks 
who passed that way 
every evening on their | 
way home. The girls { 
were evidently annoyed |): 
at George’s advances; ‘;' 
but he only seemed to 44 
grow more bold from 
day to day, and would 
stand with his hat in 
hand, and smile and bow 
as the girls went by. 

Finally, it happened 
one evening, when there 
was more than the usual 
































DEBASED LUXURY. 


crowd of gentlemen _ Mr. LEevzeE, the eminent decorator, has finished sonie bachelor apartments for old Silvergilt, and has called to see that everything 
about the hotel entrance, #5 satisfactory. REE : 
George took his place, His CLIENT (de/ween puffs)—‘‘ You've done bully, my boy, all ‘cept this dog-gasted cuspidor I found on the mantel. I can’t 


a make it stay in one place more’n five minutes at a time.” 
and when the girls came 7 P 


along, he was more than usually demonstrative, perhaps being They turned quickly to one side, and each dropped a penny 
unduly excited by an extra glass of eau sucre, and almost met into his hat, and then passed on. The second couple followed 
them bowing, hat in hand. As the first couple came up they suit, and the next, each making pitying remarks, and so quickly 
looked at him quietly and with pitying faces, and then remarked: was it done, and so taken aback was the young man, that the 





“Poor fellow, it’s a pity he’s blind.” eight girls in the crowd had all deposited their pennies and 
“So young; I wonder if he was born so.” moved on before he recovered his self-possession, while the crowd 
= of men around the hotel entrance saw the performance and 
TO DAPHNE. roared with laughter, 
L He doesn’t bother those girls any more, because whenever he 
Daphne, thy starry eyes I know | takes his place anywhere in that vicinity, with an apparent 
Are soft and kind, campaign of mashing on hand, somebody is sure to say: 
Whose violet depths the gods, I trow, “ Poor fellow, it’s a pity he’s blind !” 


For love designed. ° # 
Aud yet Hheie glancts plerce my heart And then George will walk off like a rooster that has been 


With deadly wound | into a fight and got whipped. 


In hidden nook which sword or dart | ZZ 
Could ne'er have found. i 
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Thy tresses, in their wanton play 
By sunbeams kissed, 

Float on the breeze and fade away 
In shadowy mist ; 

And yet each gossamer thread I see 
In that bright mass 

Can bind me faster unto thee 
Than chains of brass. 
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III. 


Thy lips—their accents waft to me 
Sweet, low and clear, 

Like fairy music’s harmony 
On mortal ear ; 

But, Daphne, if I vainly sue, 
Their answering breath 

Were worse than condemnation to 
The grimmest death. 




















So suffering man must needs confess, 
It doth appear, 
That, clothed in all your loveliness, 
You're dangerous, dear. 
SAMUEL DUFFIELD OSBORNE, 





INSIDE, 


A false alarm: When you STUDENT—“‘ My dear sir, your memory system 
fear your teeth are coming has been of incalculable advantage to me. If you OUTSIDE, 


, Pi . ” 
out, but they don’t. want a testimonial, refer to me. PRoFEssSOR—‘‘ Excuse me, sir ; isn’t this your umbrella?” 
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The TALE OF A CENTURY. 














VER a hundred years ago Pears’ Soap began in London its 
mission of cleanliness. To-day its use is universal, and 

more people than ever before acknowledge its superiority ---a 
sure evidence that its mission has been successful. For one 
hundred years it has maintained its supremacy in the face of the 


whole world’s competition. Such a record could not be achieved 
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without cause. "Temporary successes are comparatively easy, but 
for an article to go on maintaining its popularity through generation after gen- 
eration, it must appeal to something more than passing fancy. This is the case with 
Pears’ Soap. It is, and always has been, an honest 
product. In the United States it has found a place 
in public favor equal to that so long held in England. 
‘Men and women alike find it good and reliable. The 


man who has once tried Pears’ Soap in the form of a 
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shaving stick wants no other; he takes it with him on 
all his journeys. That woman who travels and fails to 
’ take, as she would her tooth-brush or hair-brush, a 
supply of Pears’ Soap, must put up with cheap substitutes until her burning, smart- 


. 


ing skin demands the “matchless for the complexion.” Even children know 
the difference. So long as fair, white hands, a bright, clear complexion, and a 
soft, healthful skin continue to add to beauty and attractive- 
ness, SO long will Pears’ Soap continue to hold its place in 


the good opinion of women who want to be beautiful and 





tractive. 











SHUN MISREPRESENTATIONS. 


i= Insist on having Pears’ Soap. Substitutes are some- 
times recommended by druggists and storekeepers for the 
sole purpose of making more profit out of you. 
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PIKE COUNTY PHILOSOPHY. 


THE OLD SETTLER ON TROUT AND POLITICIANS, 





countin’ on’em a doin’ one thing, they’ll right up 
an’ do sumpin’ else th’t y’ wa’n’t countin’ on, an’ 
ll knock yer cac’lations sky-high. Jis’ look, fer 
instance, how often y’ll work to git a holt o’ some 
ol’ trout th’t’s layin’ low for bids down thar in the 
creek. He’s a smart ol’ cuss, an’ it’ll be jis’ like 
him to come up to ev’rything y’ offer him an’ 
take it without yer gittin’ a holt on him. Bimeby 
mebbe y’ll git out of inducements to offer, an’ 
wile yer gone to dig some more, ‘long comes 
another feller an’ chucks in a bid fer Mr. Trout. 
That feller, mebbe, is a leetle smarter’n you be, 
an’ w’en y’ come back, y’ find th’t the trout has 
jumped at his offer, an’ th’t the feller has got a 
holt on him, an’ fer all th’t you’ve ben puttin’ 
up fer him, yer left out in the cold. Hain’t y’ 
never heerd o’ politicians treatin’ folks jis’ that 
way? 

“ An’ then, ag’in, the feller w’at’s got the holt 
on the trout ’ll hev a chance to see how much 
like a politician he is if he don’t look out, an’ he 
wants to be a mindin’ his eye, fer w’ile he’s jist 
a workin’ the trout fer all he’s wuth an’ countin’ 
on him big, all of a suddent he’ll give a flop, an’ 
the feller ‘ll find th’t his holt is gone, an’ the 
trout is ready to lay fer some un else’s offer. 





OUIRE,” said the old 
settler, as the two vet- 
erans sat on the tavern 
stoop gazing at a creel 
of trout one of the 
boys had brought in, 
“trout is jis’ like poli- 
ticians; ‘zac’ly like 
politicians.” 
“Major,” said the 
*Squire, “how so ?” 
“*Cause, 
the old settler, “y 
can’t never depend on 
‘em. Y’ can’t depend 
on ’em f’om one day 
to another. W’en yer 


FUNNY THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


An’ thar’s whar politicians is ’zac’ly like trout, Squire, fer they’m 


everlastin’ly great on the flop. 


“But thuz one thing, b’gosh! th’t trout don’t take arter poli- 


” 


replied 


ticians fer, not a bit. W’en ev’rthing’s bright an’ clear around 
ye, an’ no sign of a cloud anywhar a threatenin’ of ye, then the 
politicians flock about ye like flies ’round the ‘lasses cup, an’ th’ 
hain’t nothin’ they won’t do fer ye to help ye ‘long. But let the 
clouds settle on ye, an’ the sun git hid away, so to speak, an’ y’ 
call on some o' them politicians—whar be they? That’s the 
question. Whar be they? Sca’cer, b’gosh! th’n hair on an eel. 
And thar’s whar trout differs f’m politicians. Y’ don’t see no 
trout foolin’ ’round w’en it’s bright an’ clear ; but w’en it’s cloudy, 
an mebbe a-gonter rain, an’ y’ can’t see no bottom in the creek, 
even if *tain’t more’n three inches deep, then they’ll gether ’round 
an’ won't be back’ards in findin’ out w’at yer wantin’ of’em. But 


’ then ag’in, Squire, politicians is ’zac’ly like trout in another way.” 

The old settler paused and lifted one of the biggest and 
brightest of the trout from the basket and held it up admiringly. 
He showed no inclination to explain his last remark, and the 
*Squire, growing impatient, said : 
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MAMIE’S FIRST ATTEMPT. 


Hre—‘‘ How kind of you, darling! I will always keep it before me.” 
SHrE—‘‘ What do you mean? Why don’t you eat it?” 
He—* Eat it? Great Scott! I thought it was a paper-weight.” 





IT HAD THE NECESSARY STRENGTH. 


CAPTAIN SALTHORSE (¢0 /and/lady)—‘‘ Mrs. Hashetter, can you tell me where I can purchase large 


quantities of this butter?” 


Mrs. HASHETTER (gushingly)—‘‘ Now, my dear captain? 


that excellent butter ?” 


What can you want of a quantity of 


CapTaiIn S,—‘‘ I intend arming my marines with it in place of cutlasses, as my experience with it 


here convinces me it’s a great thing to repel boarders.” 


“Wall, Major, w’at is t’other way ez to w’ich 
politicians is ’zac’ly like trout?” 

“’Cause’ th’ hain’t one on ’em but w’ats all 
over spots,” replied the old settler, placing the 
trout back in the basket. 

Then the veterans laughed and wandered 


in to the bar. 
ED. MOTT. 





A MEDICAL journal says that a window in a 
sleeping-chamber should always be let down a 
few inches at the top, even in the coldest weather, 
in order to admit a little fresh air; but it is not 
always safe to follow the advice of a medical 
journal. A little fresh heir has been known to 
keep a man awake all night, and transform him 
into a modern Herod—almost. 





AS OFTEN TAUGHT. 


When Georgie Washington was small, 
No fact would he deny, 

What time his father’s favorite tree 
He leveled childishly; 

It was against his principles 

To tell a wicked lie! 

This is the noble reason why 

I ought to speak the truth, 

Because when Te was young 
He was a truthful youth. 


A little girl she kindly helped 

A gar-man one day, 

The gar-man was very rich, 

With treasure hid away. 

And when he died he left it all 

That little girl to pay. 

This is the noble reason why 

The poor I should regard. 

Because sometimes, when they are rich, 
They gratefully reward. 




















FUNNY THINGS FROM JUDGE. 
< 


—— CONSOLS 





VQ 
r¢ 
NAS 

Fa 




















BQ 
c 4 2 
t Va 

WY 








» 
VN 


LIFE 














The Consol Policy recently announced by THE Mutua. LIFE 
[INSURANCE COMPANY OF NEw YorK combines More Advantages 
with Fewer Restrictions than any Investment Insurance contract 


ever offered. It consolidates 


I[usurance, Endowment, Investment. Annual Income. 





No other company offers this policy. 


RICHARD A. McCURDY, 
PRESIDENT, 


Apply only to Company’s nearest Agent for details. 


ROBERT A. GRANNISS, 
VICE-PRESIDENT. 





Cooked, seasoned 


and put up ready, 


No, our 

Soups except warm- 
aol ing, for the 
tracts, con- : 

centrations nor any table. 
‘such thing. They 

need no diluting. They are 

absolutely ready for the table, 
warming alone exc /Z>epted. To claim_ 







that our soups are 
|can ordinarily be AR prepared at home 
“seadeal, but not more 


‘isto claim a goodiyNeige 
r a) tified in doing. And 


‘than we feel i 
Is it not a business 


why not, indeed? Y& 
with us? The fact that we work on a 


‘gigantic scale is rather helpful to the qual- 
ity of the product than otherwise. 


The postage on a sample can costs 14 cents for which price we 
will send one of your choice. 


— 






Green Turtle, Terrapin, Chicken, Consommé, Purée of Game, Mulli- 
gatawny, Mock Turtle, Ox-Tail, Tomato, Chicken Gumbo, French Bouillon, 
Julienne, Pea, Printanier, Mutton Broth, Vegetable, Beef, Pearl Tapioca. 


These goods are for sale by Fancy Grocers. They are the best and 
you want no others. 


The Franco-American Food Co., 
42 West Broadway, New York. 


AG? finer in quality than’ 


| 


WE MANUFACTURE EVERY KIND OF 





—$ $ $ 
$$ $ 


LL AIM 
* Ay the 


YOU AIM TO MAKE IT! 
WE AIM TO SAVE IT! 
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CARRIAGE OR WAGON : 
é J. M. HOLLER’S WAGON WORKS, < 
é moe =» 182 10 296 Canal Street, 2 
‘axe 
2S wai 193 to 201 Spruce steel, 5 


ALBANY, N.Y. 


CORRESPONDENCE SOLICITED AND ESTIMATES GIVEN ON ALL KINDS 
OF CARRIAGES AND FINE DELIVERY WAGONS, 


MENTION THE JUDGE, 








Co the Dental Profession, aMis2u2ei ome fer 


- trous 
Dam, Plastic Fillings, Instruments, and all miscellaneous articles commonly needed 
in Mechanical and Operative Dentistry, with the undersigned. Our goods are of the best 

















ast and will be sold at the lowest market rates. Correspondence solicited, Mention 
udge. Address, BERWARD SCHMIOT, Jr., Albany Dental Depot, 62 & 64 State St,, Albany, N.Y. 
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Oxide Gas, Rubber ‘| 
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FUNNY THINGS 


HE PLEASANT VALLEY 
WINE GOMPANY. 


















RHEIMS, 
STEUBEN CO., 
NEW YORK. 








TH S is the finest 
Champagne pro- 
duced in America, 
and compares 
favorably with 
European 
vintages. 


| 


A Natural, 
Genuine Cham- 
pagne, fermented 
in the bottle, two 
years being required 
lo perfect the wine, 

Our Sweet and Dry 
Catawba and Port are, 
like all our wines, made 
from selected grapes, and 
are Pure Wines. 


For Prices, Address as Above. 


FROM JUDGE. 


OSTON- 
LOogus 

















“COLUMBIAS” 


HIGHEST CRADE ONLY. 
Catalogue Free. 


Oe oe 
77FranklinSt., BOSTON, 291 Wabash Ave., CHICAGO. 





HAPPINESS ASSURED. 

Dr. Williams’ Indian Pile Ointment will cure blind, bleeding, 
and itching piles when all other ointments have failed. It ab- 
sorbs the tumors, .* the itching at once, acts as a poultice, 
gives instant relief. r. Williams’ Indian Pile Ointment is pre- 
pared only for piles and itching of the private parts, and nothing 
else. Every box is warranted. Sold by druggists, or sent by 








oar, “CORLISS BRAND 
pray® LINEN COLLARS AND CUFFS 


CORRECT STYLES 
« BEST QUALITY. 





PERFECT FITTING 





il i f pri . and $r. box. 
WILLIAMS MA SFAOTURIN So, eames Cleveland, 0. 
—190— 
CENTS 





PACKAGE, 


An all-tobacco, Long Filler Cigarette, 
the most delicious and wholesome 
smoke ever offered for the money. 
CONSOLIDATED CIGARETTE CO. 
Ave. D and roth St., New York. 








Three Great Novefs 


AND A COPY OF eat & | & > ANGHLUS’” 


ane 





MILLET’S FAMOUS PAINTING 


(In Size and Colors) 





WILL BE SENT FREE OF CHARGE TO EVERY YEARLY SUBSCRIBER TO EITHER 
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FRANK LESLIE’S ILLUSTRATED WEEKLY. 


Steuer e IS TO SAY, anyone who sends us $5.00 for One Year’s Subscription to Judge, or $4.00 for 
One Year’s Subscription to Frank Leslie’s I/lustrated Weekly, will not only receive the paper fora 


@ 


year but will also be presented with both of the above premiums. 


Or, to every New Half-Yearly 


Subscriber to Judge or Frank Leslie’s Illustrated Weekly we will give either “The Angelus” or the 


Three Novels, as the subscriber may prefer. 
Novels to anyone subscribjng to the two papers for six months. 


FRANK LESLIE’S ILLUSTRATED NEWSPAPER. 


JU YD GE 


Is a brilliant, satirical, humorous pictorial, printed 
in colcrs, and brimful of good sense 


and sound reading. 


SUBSCRIPTION RATES. 


For 1 Year (52 numbers), - - . m ‘ 


“ 
“ 


6 Months 
3 Months 


26 numbers), - - : . 


13 numbers), - - - ‘ 


$5.00 
2.50 
1.25 





Or, we will give both “The Angelus” and the Three 





SUBSCRIPTION RATES. 


For 1 Year (52 numbers), - - ‘ * 
6 Months (26 numbers), - - ‘ Z 
3 Months 


13 numbers), - - - 


Subscriptions are in all cases payable in advance. © Remittances may be made by P. 0. Order, Registered Letter, Bank Check or Draft. 





JUDCE PUBLISHING CO., Fifth Avenue and {6th Street, New York. 


©: 


Since Messrs. Arkell & Harrison have assumed control of Frank Leslie's [i/us- 
trated Newspaper, the paper has been vastly improved. 
popular of all the illustrated weeklies, judging from the steady and almost phenom- 
enal increase it is experiencing in its circulation. 


It has now become the most 
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If you are, you ought to buy the new book, Palliser’s 
American Architecture, or every man a complete builder, 
prepared by Palliser, Palliser & Co., the well known architects, 


There is not a Builder or any one intending to Build or 
otherwise interested that can afford to be without it. Itisa 
practical work and everybody buys it. The best, cheapest and 
most popular work ever issued on building. Nearly four hun- 
dred drawings. A $5 book in size and style, but we have deter- 
mined to make it meet the popular demand, to suit the times, so 
that it can be easily reached by all. 

This book contains 104 pages 11 x 14 inches in size, and con- 
sists of large 9x 12 plate pages giving plans, elevations, per- 
spective views, descriptions, owners’ names, actual cost of con- 
struction, no guess work, and instructions How to Build 
70 Cottages, Villas, Double Houses, Brick Block Houses, suitable 
for city suburbs, town and country, houses for the farm and 
workingmen’s homes for all sections of the country, and costing 
from $300 to $6,500; also Barns, Stables, School House, Town 
Hall, Churches, and other public buildings, together with speci- 
fications, form of contract, and a large amount of information on 
the erection of buildings, selection of site, employment of Archi- 
tects. It is worth $5.00 to any one, but I will send it in +7 
cover by mail postpaid on reczipt of $1.00; bound in cloth, $2.00. 

Address all orders tc J. 8. OGILVIE, PUBLISHER, 

P. O. Box 2767. 57 Rose St., New York. 


SCIENCE OF A NEW LIFE. 


The ‘SCIENCE OF A NEW LIFE,” written by Jonn Cowan, M.D., is worth its weight in gold to 
every thoughtful Man and Woman, and has received the highest testimonials and commendations from 
leading medical and religious critics; has been heartily indorsed by all the leading philanthropists, and 
recommended to every well-wisher of the human race. 


TO ALL WHO ARE MARRIED 


or are catemateting eomevinns, it will give information worth HUNDREDS OF DOLLARS, besides 
conferring a re | mefit not only upon them, but upon their children. Every thinking man and 
woman should study this work. Any person desiring to know more about the book before purchasin 
itmay send to us for our 16-page descriptive crown, giving full and complete table of contents. 

will be sent free by mail to any address. The following is the table of contents: 

Chapter I.—Marriage and its Advantages. Chapter I.— at which to ne Chapter ITI.—The 
Law of Choice. Chapter IV.—Love Analyzed. Chapter V.—Qualities the Man should Avoid in Choos- 
ing. Chapter VI.—Qualities the Woman should Avoid in Choosing. — VIl.—The Anatomy and 
Physiology of Generation in Woman. Chapter VIII.—The Anatomy and Physiology of Generation in 
Man. Chapter IX.—Amativeness—Its Use and Abuse. Chapter X.—The Prevention of Conception. 
Chapter XI.—The Law of Continence. Chapter XII.—Children—Their Desirability. Chapter s 
The Law of Genius. Chapter XIV.—The Conception of a New Life. Chapter XV.—The Physiology of 





Inter-Uterine Growth. Chapter XVI.—Period of Gestative Influence. Chapter XVII.— icy—Its 
Signs and Duration. Chapter XVIII.—Disorders of Pregnancy. Chapter .—Confinement. Chapter 
XX.—Management of Mother and Child After Delivery. Chapter YXI.—Period of Nursing Influence. 
Chapter XXII.—Foeticide. Chapter XXIII.—Diseases Peculiar to Women. Chapter —Diseases 


Peculiar to Men. Chapter .—Masturbation. Chapter XXVI.—Sterility and-Impotence. Chapter 
XXVII.—Subject of which More might be Said. Chapter XXVIII.—A Happy Married Life—How Secured. 

The book is a handsome 8vo., and contains over 400 Pages, with more than 100 Illustrations, 
and is sold at the following prices: English Cloth, beveled boards, gilt side and back, $3; 
Leather, sprinkled edges, 83.50; Half Turkey Morocco, marbled edges, gilt back, $4. 
b ee Sent by mail, securely sealed, to any address on receipt of price. Send money 
r P. 0. money order or registered letter, at our risk. AGENTS WANTED, to whom we 
ofer liberal terms, Send all orders and applications for an Agency to 


P. O. Box 2767. J. S. OCILVIE, Publisher, 57 Rose St., New York. 











FUNNY THINGS FROM JUDGE. 63 


ARE YOU THINKING ABOUT 
BUILDING A HOUSE? 


What is the difference between a baker and a blundering printer? 
One forms the pie, and the other “ pies the form.’ 





Mr. P. T. Barnum’s India Rubber Man will zo¢ marry at present, 
because he has a wife and eight children in Germany—good and sufficient 
reason, which, in the interest of morality, as we are pleased to note, 
has in one case at least been recognized. Still, considering the fact that 
great public celebrities are much given to matrimony, the report may 
turn out only an elastic invention of the enemy—a mere stretch of 
the imagination, as it were—and we may yet have an opportunity of 
welcoming this pliable gentleman to the altar of Hymen. There are 
wooden weddings, tin weddings, and silver and golden weddings: why 
shouldn’t there be an India-rubber wedding also ? 





L-A-D-I-E-S 
Who Value a_ Refined Complexion 
MUST USE 


POZZONIS 


MEDICATED 


COMPLEXION 
POWDER. 


It imparts a brilliant transparency to the skin. Removes 
all pimples, freckles, and discolorations, and makes the skin 
delicately soft and beautiful. It contains no lime, white lead 
orarsenic. In three shades; pink or flesh, white, and brunette. 


FOR SALE BY 
All Draggists and Fancy Goods Dealers Everywhere. 
BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 















Thea-Nectar 


(PURE CHINESE TEA.) 


KiNG OF ALL EAS. 











———_— 
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BAKING 


POWDER 


BEST OF ALL! 


SPECIAL PRESENTS given away with THEA- 
NECTAR and BAKING POWDER to assist in introducing 
to Consumers. We are satisfied when parties have once 
nsed them, they will use no others. Don’t fail to give ‘ 


' Eight O’Clock Breakfast Coffee. 


THE FINEST, MOST DELICIOUS, AND CHEAPEST COFFEE IN THE MARKET. 








GATNERED GEMS. 


A NEW BOOK, COMPRISING A SERIES OF 


We recommend to all lovers of a cup of good Coffee, that they use our ** Granulated 
Eight 0°Clock Breakfast Coffee, » it is sure to give universal satisfaction, for 
it ranks as the STANDARD COFFEE of this country. 

Directions for making. U'se three-fourths the usual Quantity—when making 





30 of the Best Sermons ever delivered by Rev. T. DeWitt Talmage, D.D. 
This book also contains the Complete Life of this Famous Preacher. 
ALSO 20 FULL-PAGE ILLUSTRATIONS. 


It contains Thirteen Sermons on the Wedding Ring; Twelve Sermons on 
Woman: Her Power and Privileges; Six Sermons entitled the 
Battle for Bread, on the Relations of Labor and Capital. 


=~ It contains 725 and is sold at the following remarkably low pri in order that eve 
— i provided with a copy of it. 4 x idiot 9 
in no S: und in handsome Silk Cloth, with Ink and Gold Stamp, 81.50; bound 
Ae eassia, Marbled Edges, $2.00. Sent p Pag oe id, to any address on receipt of price. 
= GENTS WANTED in every town to sell this book. per cent. discount to live men and 
en. Address all orders and applications for an agency to 





P. O. Box 2767, J. 8S. OCILVIE, Publisher, 57 Rose St., New York. 








this Coffee, put nothing else with it, 


UD Ss E 
‘Age A & P Condensed Milk 
Us ondensed Mi 
LK IF YOU WANT A CUP OF 


DELICIOUS COFFEE. 
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A QUESTION OF AUTHORITY. 


NEIGHBOR—“‘ Roof leaking up there ?” 
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Mr. Cassius—‘‘ Nope. See that shot-gun sticking out of th’ scuttle?’ 


NEIGHBOR—“‘ Yep. 


Mr. Cassius—‘ My wife’s behind it. I ventured to remark this morning 
that I was th’ head of th’ house, an she’s kept me in th’ position ever since. 


“What are the Wild Waves say- 
ing?” Well, about this season of 
the year: “Better keep away from 
us.” 


“Drowning men clutch at straws.” 
Yes, and so do other men—those of 
the “smiling” kind—when a brandy- 
smash or a sherry-cobbler happens 
to be at the end of the straw. 


“My dear,” said a Boston mother 
to her daughter, a more or less 
beautiful girl of thirty-eight late 
springs, who was about starting 
out, “I wish you would stop at the 
butcher’s and order a leg of mut- 
ton.” 

“Mother!” exclaimed the girl, 
blushing dreadfully, “I would rath- 
er die !” 

“Well, get a loin of veal; I am 
not particular.” 

“Mother!” she yipped in the 
greatest dismay, “what would the 
butcher man think of me?” 

“Oh, well,” said the old lady, 
“TI will go myself, but I think you 
are very foolish,” 





FROM HIS VIEW. 


TEACHER (rveading)—‘‘ And it was an absolute fact that the hen laid 
six eggs a week on an average! Now, Tommy, tell me, what is an 


average ?” 


TOMMY (with the utmost con fidence)—‘‘ Suthin’ to lay eggs on !” 
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TOO TRUE. 


Mrs. De Nison—‘‘I know he’s an actor, dear, because he wears his hair long.” 
BLETH (a moment later)—‘‘ He doesn’t wear it very long, does he, mamma ?” 


It doesn’t always follow that those 
who are unwilling to take the will for 
the deed, are willing to take the deed 
for the will. 


“That fellow must board with the 
same kind of a boarding-mistress as | 
do,” said the fellow who read the sign 
in a grocery window, “Another re- 
duction in sugar and coffee.” 


Two Detroit women, having a bitter 
quarrel, kept up hostilities through 
two parrots. One taught her Polly to 
say “You thief!” whenever the enemy 
appeared in sight; the other’s feath- 
ered ally screamed back “You dye 
your hair!” The power of the law 
had eventually to be invoked, and both 
principals and parrots were “injunct- 
ed.” 


THAT TRAIN OF THOUGHT. 


**T’ve had such a splendid train of thought .” 
Cried Tom, in a mental craze, 
As Melinda's beautiful hand he caught— 
** My soul is in a blaze.” 


‘** That your mind is illumed, I could not doubt,” 
Said the maid with a look demure ; 

‘*For the freight of the train you speak about 
Was very fight, I’m sure.” 0. JONES. 
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EXTRACT! a 


ge ised and endorsed by the best Hotels, Confectioners and Grocers throughout the ewer. by the 
8 


perfectly pure, and of great strength—the cheapest and the best—and are for he | is ever coming to the front. What beverage shall we drink to quench thirst ? 
ode Pp y a. every principal ey and —— in the United States, Canadas and British ne : \ : 2 Bs q y 
inces, as well as in many other fore countries. S' = s thi i idlv s ant- 

Highest Awards at the Centennial Exposition, at Le -isville, St. Louis, Cincinnati, Next to tea, the most popular non-intoxicant is Cocoa, which is rapidly supplant 


hicago, Boston and New York. ing tea and coffee as a national beverage. There are many excellent Cocoas, but in 
TESTIMONY OF POPULAR HOTELS. 






ESPECIALLY IN 

















“De vest in the world.” Fifth Avenue Hotel, N. ¥, | @dvance of all other preparations stands VAN HOUTEN’s, which is universally de- 
We te only Burnett's.” fe ice eR. Rey fe Rae ete: Sturtevant House, N.Y. clared to be perfectly pure, free from fat, easily digested, delicious to the taste, 
“The e pepe pe ae Sea ee, States Hotel, Saratoge. nutritious, and a stimulant without any depressing after-effects. 
* Far t ‘ : 4 ; . ‘ . Riggs House, Wasbin 3 . . Fi 
ee ‘ae the. byt. ee : : R : ; : Southern Hotel, St. Toate. VAN HOUTEN’S COCOA was introduced into the household of the late Emperor 
‘ We use them exclusively.” ; : ; ; Auditorium, Chicago. : . : ~ 
Find them excellent.” . | Occidental Hotel, San Francisco. | of Germany upon high recommendation. The senior physician of the London 
“weal “ee oF PROMINENT lene N.Y, | Court Hospital has used this brand of Cocoa for many years. It is strongly 
«ove sold no others site neaee ; . ; : Acker, Merrill & Condit, N: ¥. recommended to Students and all whose duties involve much wear and tear, 
facie, Sm aaa r COO Ete h bone Pele, whether mental or physical. For these reasons it has earned the highest enco- 
orem a 9 I A a a marae , miums of the leading analysts of the day. 
‘ Always Standard.” . 5 j A G. & R. MeMillan, Detroit. 
‘ 7 Only were ber hee out others.” EEO Fe le ere Jen eh ie eae. What shall we drink to raise the spirits high ? 
Van Hovuten’s Cocoa, is the universal cry ! 
vf The purest and most delicious ; 
The best and most nutritious. 


VAN_HOUTEN’S COCOA—“BEST AND GOES FARTHEST.” 





It only needs a single trial to convince any one of the superiority of Van HovuTen's Cocoa, 
Please insist upon your grocer or storekeeper ordering it for you, and take no substitute. It is 
put up in one quarter, one half, and one pound cans. If not obtainable, enclose 25 cents in stamps 
or postal note to either Van Houten & Zoon, 106 Reade Street, New York, or 45 Wabash Avenue, 
Chicago, and a Can will be sent by mail. Prepared only by Van Houten & Zoon, Weesp, Holland. 


VAN_HOUTEN’S COCOA—“ONCE TRIED ALWAYS \JSED.” 


The Best Device 


For Mailing Samples and Small Par- 
cels of Merchandise, Catalogues, 
Books, Etc., is 


THE CLASP ENVELOPE. 


MADE OF STRONG MANILLA PAPER. 


The Clasp Fastening is made of the best quality 
of Sheet Prass and will not become loose, pull 
out or break. 
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ALBANY, N.Y. 


LeeMewe HOT 


European Restaurant »» Oyster oe 
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INDORSED BY 
POSTMASTER, 
NEW YORK CITY. 


NOW PRESIDENT OF 
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Samples, Price Lists, etc., Free cn Application. 


THE CLASP ENVELOPE CO. 


39 and 41 West Broadway, WN. Y. 


MM 
Ltd 





BROADWAY & MAIDEN LAWNE, 














OPE FUR THE BALD” 


(TRADE MARK.) 
ALBANY CHEMICAL COMPANY, 


MANUFACTURING CHEMISTS, 65 AND 67 GREEN ST., 
ALBANY, N..Y., Feb. 20, 1880, 


S. V. R. FORD, EsQ.—Degar Sir: We wish to state that Charles H. 
Nicholas was employed by above Company for about four years, leaving us in 
the fall of 1888. While with us his hair commenced falling out in patches and con- 
tinued todo so until none remained. He commenced using your remedy in 
June, 1886. In about one year young hair appeared on his head and continued 
coming in until in about two and one-half years his head was covered with a 
good growth of hair. * * * ALBANY CHEMICAL CO., 

G. MICHAELIs, President, 
(and Prof. of Pharmacy, Albany Coll. of Pharmacy). 
Wa. T. Mayer, Treasurer. , 


HOPE FOR THE BALD. 
READ CAREFULLY. 
ACT PROMPTLY 

HOPE FOR THE BALD. 


GLOVERSVILLE, N. Y., March 29, 1887. 
WY e et S. V. R. FORD—Dgar Sir: My hair commenced falling out at 
the age of 38 years. I became entirely bald. I am now 55 years old. Hear- : : 
one ppd o.8,¥, TS ore ing of ‘‘ Hope for the Bald,” I concluded to give it a fair trial. I began its use a S Catia: word 
PR a year ago. I now have my hair restored in a healthy state, I can recommend . 
EPARED ONLY BY it as the one genuine remedy in the market. PREPARED ONLY BY 


5, V. R . fF OR D » Price, $1.00 per Bottle, “ ‘Six Bottles for 95.00. 2 Bp £ ° V. R ‘ fF OR D . 
$5 


ALBANY, N. Y. Pamphlet of Testimonials mailed on receipt of stamp. ALBANY, N. Y. 
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Absolutely 
«fire Droef » 


BROADWAY & | 32ST. 
.. NEW YORK. 
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STAFFORD ; 
vo WHITAHERs, PROPRIETORS. 











